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Part I 



Tuesday, 27th GOOD-BYE TO TIM 


March 


Friday, 1st TONY MORLEY TURNS UP 

Saturday, 2nd BRYAN’S LETTER 

Tuesday, 5th TIM’S LETTER 

Wednesday, 6th MRS. BENSON’S TEA-PARTY 

Thursday, 7th INTERVIEW WITH COLONEL CARTER 

Friday, 8th AIR-RAID WARNING. TWINS ARRIVE 

Monday,im BILL COMES TO SEE ME 

Wednesday, Uth “ COMPORTS ” 

Thursday, lith BETTY’S "NESSY” 

Monday, 18th VISIT GUTHRIE IN HOSPITAL-ALSO 
• ftRACE 


TUESD^^, 27TH FEBRUARY 

HAVING said good-bye to Tim at the station and watched 
the train disappear from view I drive home in an extremely 
dejected condition. Discover Grace ensconced in the big 
armchair in front of the the hre and am obliged to post- 
pone the “good cry” which I had promised myself. 

Grace says, “ Well, has Tim gone ? You aren^t worrying, 
are you, Hester? There^s absolutely nothing doing in 
France— nothing except concert parties.” 

Reply brightly and untruthfully that of course I am 
not worrying. 

Grace says, thaf’s all right then. She was afraid I 
might be, and Jack said she was to tell me that he knows 
where the 1st Battalion is and it’s miles away from the 
front, and that, as a matter of fact, Tim will be much 
safer there than he would be at home. When asked to 
explain how this is possible, Grace replies that there are 
more people killed in the streets by buses and things than 
have been killed in Prance in the war, and Jack says that 
once Hitler starts bombing in earnest he’s certain to drop 
some on the barracks. He knows exactly where the bar- 
racks are. Grace thinks that we really ought to move 
farther away from the barracks in case a bomb, intended 
for the barracks, falls upon us by mistake. 

I ask where she proposes to find a house, and she replies 
that that is" the trouble, of course. Donford is simply 
crammed with people who have no reason to be here so 
the people who are obliged to be here cannot find houses 
to suit them. She adds that she wishes she and Jack 
could find a house in the country so that they could keep 
a dog for Ian — and perhaps a pony — but she sees no 
prospect of it at present 

I point out that ft will be some time before Ian can 
enjoy a pony, and Grace admits that thisjp true. “It is 
really more on account of the bombs,” says Grace earnestly. 
“I don’t mind about myself, of course, but I am rather 
anxious about Ian.” 

As Ian is not yet born, but is due to make his appearance 
shortly, I feel bound to play the part of comforter, and 
I assure Grace that it is common knowledge that the anti- 
aircraft defences of Donford are most efacient. 

“ Oh !” exclaims Grace. “ That reminds me— I want you 
to come to dinner to-night, Hester.” 

It is very kind of Grace, but I feel that a quiet evening 
at home is more in keeping with my mood, and I am about 
to refuse the invitation as tactfully as possible when the 
drawing-room door bursts open and Betty rushes in. 
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“Hullo!” exclaims Betty. “Has Daddy gone? Did you 
see Mm off? Do you think he has got to France yet? 
Will he have started killing Germans ?” 

“No," says Grace firmly. “Daddy won’t see any Qermans 
for months.” ■- 

“Why?” enquires Betty with interest. “I mean why 
has he gone at all ? Why couldn’t he just stay here if he 
isn’t going to see any Germans?” 

“He has gone to France in case the Germans attack,” 
dcclSiX'cs CS'i^SiC© 

Will they attack him ?” asks Betty with round eyes, 
replies Grace. 

** Why won*t they ?” 

** Because he's there-— because all our troops are there.” 

“But how do the Germans know- — ” 

“ Hester,” says Grace, gathering up her furs and groping 
for her gloves down the back of the chair, “Hester, you 
will come to-night, won't you? I've asked the balloon 
man and I want you to come and talk to him.” 

“I’ll come,” cries Betty, hopping about with excitement. 
“I love the balloon man. He was standing in the gutter 
outside Woolworth’s this morning. I like the red balloons 
best, don’t you ? I like the sausage-shaped ones. Annie 
gave me a penny to buy it, it burst before we got home,” 

Grace explains that she doesn’t mean “ that horrid dirty 
man”; she means the o:®cer in charge of the balloon 
barrage, Captain Barker. Betty, quite undefeated, says that 
she knows a man called Mr. Barker— she met him when we 
were staying with Mrs. Loudon at Avielochan— he’s a 
darling, quite bald and full of funny jokes, and she can 
easily come to dinner and talk to him if Grace would like 
her to do so. 

Grace lies back in the chair and shuts her eyes and says 
will Betty please go away before she (Grace) goes raving 
mad ; whereupon Betty hugs her and exclaims rapturously, 
“ I do love you so much. I think it^ust be because you are 
so beautiful.” 

Few women could resist such blandishment, and Grace 
immediately succumbs. “ Am I really?” she enquires, open- 
ing her eyes and smiling at Betty in a fatuous manner. 

“ Yes,” says Betty earnestly. “ Yes, you are. You’re like 
Snow White, you’re so beautiful, and Mrs. Benson is like the 
Wicked Queen who tried to poison her,” 

This statement is too near the truth to be altogether 
comfortable, for Mrs. Benson, the wife of the Colonel of the 
1st Battalion, is daggers drawn with Grace. I change the 
subject hastily, and we talk about other matters until Annie 
comes for Betty and drags her away unwillingly to bed. 

“Your daughter is a most extraordinary child,” declares 
Grace, when the door is closed and we are once more alone, 
mean she is a most extraordinary mixture of imbecility 



and acumen. She's perfectly right about Mrs* Benson— the 
woman would poison me if she could do it without being 
found out." 

“Gra^, what nonsense!” I exclaim. 

“ I metier at Simpson's this morning,” continues Grace, 
taking no notice of my interruption. ** We were both trying 
on hats. I wish you could have seen Aunt Loo with one of 
those new soup-plate things perched on one eyebrow, it was 
a sight for the gods. But when she turned and saw me — 
when she looked at me — didn't feel like laughing any more. 
It was awful, Hester. I felt a cold shudder rum up my back. 
She hates me.” 

“ No, oh no, Grace !” 

“ She does,” declares Grace earnestly. “ Perhaps nobody 
has ever hated you, so you haven't experienced hatred. I 
hadn't until now. It's a terrifying thing.” 

“If you would only take a little trouble to be nice to 
her ...” I begin, but Grace does not listen. 

“ I wish she would go away,” says Grace fretfully. “ Wliy 
does she stay on here now that the 1st Battalion has gone 
to France and Frankie with it? I could do with her house 
very nicely— ours will be much too small when Ian arrives,” 

“ Perhaps you would like this house?” I suggest, a trifie 
sadly, for I have suddenly realised that there is really no 
reason why I should remain in Donford either. 

“That's quite different,” says Grace. “Everyone likes 
having you here. I shall want you when Ian arrives, and the 
^ Comforts ' couldn't exist without you. For goodness' sake 
don't get silly ideas like that into your head.” 

The idea is there, and it is not really silly. Mamie Carter 
could run the Regimental Comforts Fund (and as a matter 
of fact Mamie ought to run it, because her husband is com- 
manding the Depot). I point this out to Grace, but Grabe 
will have nothing to do with it. 

“Heavens!" she exclaims in despairing accents. “You 
know perfectly well wh^ would happen if Mamie were in 
charge, it would me^ that Mrs. Benson ran it— Mamie is 
completely under her thumb.” 

“Well, then, what about Stella?” I enquire. “ It ought to 
be someone whose husband is actually at the Depot.” ’ 

“ It ought to be someone who can do it properly,” replies 
Grace, “ and neither Stella por Mamie would foe the slightest 
use. I shall never forget what I went through at Biddington 
with Mamie Carter. I found them a house and I moved 
them into it, and I had the nurse and the children to stay 
when the baby was arriving, and Mamie took it all as a 
matter of course. She even had the cheek to say that she 
wished I could have found them a house with three bath- 
rooms!” 

I agree that this was indeed the height of ingratitude. 

“Herbert is a perfect saint,” says Grace thoughtfully. 
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This leads us to discuss the strange anomaly of marriage 
—why is it that selfish wives nearly always have saintly 
husbands, and how is it that selfish husbands are usually 
provided with door-mat wives? ^ 

The clock strikes seven before we know where we are 
and Grace gets up in a hurry and says she had no idea it was 
so late. She has got the flowers to do and goodness knows 
what else. . . . ‘'You are coming, aren’t you?” she says 
persuasively as I follow her out to the gate. 

“ Honestly, Grace . . 

‘‘You must,'' she declares. “Hester, you simply must 
come. Dinner is at eight.” 

I hesitate for a moment, but I have had a long and very 
wearing day and I feel quite incapable of dressing up and 
going out to dinner. I explain this to Grace and remain 
deaf to her persuasions. Grace departs sorrowfully, saying 
that she always thought I was her friend. 

I spend a solitary evening sitting by the fire, mending 
my stockings and writing up my diary. Have decided to 
keep a record of my doings while Tim is away, as it will 
amuse him to read it when he returns. 


FRIDAY, 1ST MARCH 

Very wet morning. Betty and I have breakfast together, 
after which I despatch her to school, suitably clad in oilskins 
and Wellington boots, and hung about with, her school-bag 
and gas-mask. As usual, when I slip the strap of the gas- 
mask container over my small daughter’s shoulder I expe- 
rience a horrible sinking sensation and utter a fervent 
prayer that this precaution, insisted upon by the Govern- 
ment, may be unnecessary. My own gas-mask does not 
trouble me in the very least and I can look it in the face 
without a tremor, it" is only Betty’s small but hideous 
protection which makes me feel s^k. 

“ Jane forgot hers yesterday,” says £etty as she settles the 
bulky contraption over her hip. “ It was gas-mask drill, too 
— so she got a black mark.” 

“Poor Jane!” I exclaim. 

“ But she didn’t care,” says Betty. “ She said she would 
rather have a black mark than do gas-mask drill,” 

“Do you mind it?” I enquire anxiously. 

“ No,” replies Betty . , . “ at least not much. It’s a horrid 
chokey feeling, of course, but I just pretend I’m the man 
in the iron mask . , 

The small school, which Betty attends daily, is only 
about five minutes walk from Winfield, so Betty is permitted 
to go by herself. She gives me a last hug and marches ofi 
sturdily into the teeming rain, and I return to the dining- 
room where Annie has started to clear away the breakfast. 
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Annie has been with me for years and is a tremendous 
talker. She starts immediately and discusses the war news. 
Annie says that the war will be over quite soon now and the 
Major MU be back before I know where I am , . , cannot 
help feexhig that Annie is a trifle too optimistic, but am 
comforted ail the same, and repair to the kitchen in a 
cheerful frame of mind. 

Cheerful feelings are soon dissipated. The kitchen is 
extremely warm, but the moral atmosphere is at zero. Mrs. 
Fraser, my large and terrifying cook, is waiting for me with 
a grim smile. I enquire in trembling tones whether any- 
thing has gone wrong. Mrs. Fraser replies that that depends. 
Having long and bitter experience of domestic catastrophes 
I am prepared for the worst, and glance hastily round the 
kitchen, but can see nothing calculated to cause alarm or 
despondency; the stove is burning brightly and without 
smoke, the copper boiler has not burst, neither has the 
ceiling fallen. Thus reassured I am able to face Mrs. Fraser 
with more confidence and to enquire further into the nature 
of the trouble. 

Mrs. Fraser says that she has always been used to “ good 
places ” until she came here, places where the kitchen was 
properly furnished with everything necessary to hand. She 
wanted to make a cake to-day and what did she find? She 
found that there were no proper weights for the scales. 
How do I suppose she can weigh out the ingredients for her 
cake without proper weights? 

As I have lived all my married life in furnished houses, 
amongst other people’s belongings, I am neither surprised 
nor abashed to hear of this strange deficiency, and am about 
to soothe Mrs. Fraser by offering to go down to the iron- 
mongers and buy a set of weights, when the kitchen door 
opens and Annie looks in with a beaming face. It’s Major 
Morley,” she says, “only he’s a Colonel now, and he said 
was it too early.” 

I immediately aba3:^OMi Mrs, Fraser to her fate and rush 
into the drawing-room, where I find Tony Morley standing 
in front of the fire, looking very smart and soldierly in a 
brand new uniform. I have not met Tony since we stayed 
with Mrs. Louden at Avielochan and am delighted to see 
him again. 

Tony seems delighted too, “Hullo, Hester!” he says, 
shaking both my hands at once. “ Here I am, back at the 
old game ... a dug-out. I had to look in and see you . . , 
hope it isn’t too early.” 

I assure him that it couldn’t be too early and ask where 
he has come from and what he is doing. Tony says he is 
in camp about two miles from Donford, and adds that 
they have given him the Fourth Battalion to lick into shape. 

There is a tremendous lot to talk about, because I want 
to know all his news, and he wants to know mine. He asks 
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about Tim, and about Betty, and whether I have seen Mrs. 
Loudon lately and then enquires after the regiment. He was 
in the regiment himself, of course, but retired because his 
father was ill and wanted him at home to look after the 
fjroperty. ^ 

We sit down and chat. I explain that Herbert Carter is 
commanding the Depot, Lawrence Hardford is second in 
command, and Tom Ledgard is adjutant. 

Ledgard V* exclaims Tony in amazement. Couldn’t 
they find somebody better than Ledgard ? The fellow’s an 
absolute fool ... is he married yet ?” 

I cannot help smiling at this for Tom Ledgard is always 
complaining about his single state and urging his friends 
to provide him with a partner. Tony is also a bachelor, but 
shows little desire to change his condition. I reply to Tony’s 
question by assuring him that Captain Ledgard is not yet 
married, nor even engaged, but that Grace MacDougall 
has taken the matter in hand and is trying to find a suit- 
able wife for him. 

Tom says it is to be hoped she will not succeed ; Ledgard 
is the most devastating bore and he (Tony) would foe pro- 
foundly sorry for any woman who had to live with him. 

Fancy being tied to Ledgard for life ! ” says Tony in 
horrified tones, Fancy seeing Ledgard’s lean yellow face 
across the breakfast table every morning ! ” 

Having thus disposed of Ledgard, we proceed to other 
matters of interest. Tony is so eager to hear regimental 
news, that I begin to suspect he has found life pretty dull 
at Charters Towers and is glad to be back in harness again. 

We are still talking hard when Annie comes in and says 
to me in a mysterious whisper, ** What about the weights 
Tony says, ''Goodness, I never knew you had them in 
March. You had better give them a bob,” and with tha4; he 
extracts a shilling from an inside pocket and holds it out 
to Annie. v 

, Annie looks at me in despair, a^bd I explain to Tony that 
I must go and see what can be dofie. 

" But what’s the matter ?” he enquires, " Can’t you give 
them a bob and tell them to go away ?” 

" Who I ask in bewilderment. 

"The waits, of course,” he replies. 

"But there isn’t any, sir,” declares Annie. "That’s just 
the trouble, and she’s in the most awful wax because she 
can’t get the currants measured,” 

"The misunderstanding is now cleared up and I am able 
to explain our difficulty. Tony says it’s far too wet for me 
to go to the town this morning, and anyhow he wants to 
talk to me. He says he will interview the cook himself and 
see what can be arranged. Annie ^nd I do our best to 
persuade him not to, but without avail, for Tony is one of 
those masterful men who usually get their own way. We 



•all repair to the kitchen (which fortunately is in. apple-pie 
order) and Tony takes charge of the situation, 

“ Good-morning, cook,*' says Tony brightly. “ I hear you 
want sol^^thing weighed.” 

Mrs. Fraser is somewhat taken aback by the appearance 
in her kitchen of a real live colonel, armed to the teeth, 
but she pulls herself together and replies that nobody can 
weigh things without weights and that anyway she has 
never been used to working with old-fashioned balancing 
scales, but has always been provided with the kind that 
weigh things by themselves without fiddling little weights, 
which are bound to get lost. 

*‘But here are the weights,” says Tony. 

“ Not the right ones,” replies Mrs. Fraser firmly. Them 
weights are no use at all. I'm wanting to weigh out five 
ounces of fiour for my cake . . , here’s a seven ounce weight 
and here’s a quarter pound and that’s ail there is.” 

Tony looks at the weights for a moment and then 
announces that there is no difficulty at all in the matter, 
and that Mrs. Fraser can weigh out any amount she wants. 

‘"Not five ounces,” objects Mrs. Fraser in incredulous 
tones. 

“Five ounces is easy,” says Tony. “First we weigh out 
two lots of four ounces , . . that’s eight, says Tony, pouring 
the flour on to a square paper ; “ we put the eight ounces 
of fiour on one side of the scale and the seven-ounce weight 
on the other . . . then we remove one ounce.” He suits the 
action to the word and removes one ounce with a table- 
spoon. “There, it balances !” says Tony, with the air of a 
conjurer who has produced a rabbit out of a hat. “We 
now have seven ounces of flour on the scale and one ounce 
in the tablespoon, and all we have to do is to empty the 
seven ounces back into the bag, weigh out four ounces and 
add the ounce in the tablespoon, which makes five.” 

Annie and I are lost in admiration of Tony’s cleverness, 
and even the dour MrstFraser is impressed. 

Tony now offers to weigh out all the ingredients for the 
cake, but Mrs, Fraser has grasped the principle and says she 
can manage now, and she proceeds to demonstrate how she ' 
can weigh out three times one ounce of currants. Tony says 
that’s a very roundabout way of doing it, she can put the 
seven-ounce weight on one side of the scale and the four- 
ounce on the other and make up the four-ounce weight with 
the currants, which will give her three ounces straight off. 
He plays about with the weights for some time, showing 
how various amounts of currants can be weighed with the 
least possible trouble until at last Mrs. Fraser loses patience 
with him and says he had better go back to the drawing- 
room where he belongs and let her get on with her work. 

we return to the drawing-room and Tony says, “ That’s 
gratitude, Hester,” in rather a dejected tone of voice. 
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SATURDAY, 2ND MARCH 

Receive a letter from Bryan who is at a preparatory school 
in Buckinghamshire ; he says : / 

'*My dear Mum,— How are you getting on? I bet Dad 
will give the Germans beans. There was an air-raid signal 
and Old Parker made us go down to the seller and then 
there was not an air-raid after all, but we missed Latin 
so I was not sorry I can tell you and very few people were 
sorry. My marks are not so good this week but I got 2 more 
for French than Edgeburton. Need I go on learning Ger- 
man because it is a horrid langwide anyhow, but you will 
have to write to old Parker and tell him because he would 
not believe me. How am I coming home I mean am I 
coming home by train or how, you choose. Can I have 2 
bob because Wonky is leaving and all the people are giving 
her a present and I have not got any money left except six- 
pence which is not enough and anyhow I owe fourpence of 
it to Edgeburton. Did Dad take his sword ? Edgeburton’s 
father left it behind on purpose because you do not get 
near ennough for swords. Edgeburton’s father is in the 
imagine line so why can’t I know where my father is? 
Some of the people have got colds but mine is better. We 
found a baby pluwer and it was half dead so we brought it 
back and put it in a braskit near the hot pipes and we 
gave it some bread and milk and we thought it was O.K. 
but when we came down in the morning it was dead. Mr. 
Pane says it is very difficult to reer wild birds in capptivity 
so it would have died anyhow. Love from Bryan. 

** P.S.— It’s a pity I am not 9 years older because the war 
will be over and I don’t suppose I will ever have a chance 
of fighting the Germans which is a pity because it would 
be grand fun.” 

^ . 

Grace arrives immediately after breakfast and is shown 
into the drawing-room, where I am hard at work answering 
’ Bryan’s letter, and trying to decide whether or not he is to 
continue his study of the German language. Grace walks 
in with an air of tragedy and announces that she has not 
slept a wink for three nights. I try to appear suitably 
shocked and horrified, but find it somewhat difficult, 
because Grace looks so extremely fit and fresh that the 
statement is hard to believe. 

** It’s quite true,” says Grace earnestly. “ I lay awake for 
at least an hour thinking about you and wishing I had not 
said it.” 

“ Said what ?” I enquire in amazement. 

'‘You needn’t pretend,” says Grace, shaking her head 
gravely. “ You needn’t pretend you didn’t hear what I said. 
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I - It was simply beastly of me after all you’ve done for me 
' ... and just because you didn’t want to come to dinner and 

j help me with the balloon man ... I told Jack and he said 

I had better come and apologise.” 

I realm now what it is all about and am able to assure 
Grace quite truthfully that I have never given her words a 
thought. She looks a little taken aback at this, and says, 

“ That’s all right, then but apparently it is not all right, 
but very much all wrong, and I become aware that Grace 
is annoyed with me for not being upset. It is all extremely 
silly, and at last I lose patience with her and take her by 
the shoulders and shake her gently and tell her not to be 
■ a goose. She didn’t mean to be unkind, and therefore her 

casual words were nothing to bother about, and she knows 
quite well that we are the best of friends and understand 
each other’s ways. 

Grace smiles and agrees that of course we are and do, 
and adds that I am a perfect saint to bear with her. 

We chat for a little about various matters and I show 
her Bryan’s letter, of which I am somewhat proud. Grace 
says the letter is perfectly sweet and she is looking forward 
to the time when Ian will write letters to her from his 
prep, school. She is quite sure that Ian will write beautiful 
letters. Good handwriting is so important. She is going 
to make a special point and have Ian taught to write well. 

I remove Bryan’s scrawl from her clutches and reply that 
of course she should do so, and that Bryan used to write 
much better (his handwriting has degenerated in the most 
extraordinary way and his spelling is disgraceful for his 
age) but what really matters to me is the gist of his letters : 
they are full of news and so like himself that they bring 
Bryan before my eyes so vividly that I could weep. 

Grace says, “ Darling ! There I go again. I didn’t mean 
to be catty a bit . . . I do really and truly think it’s a sweet 
letter. It’s just because I say things without thinking, and 
because I’m thinking s<%much about Ian just now . . . and 
if Ian is as nice as^ Bryan when he is eleven, I shall be 
perfectly satisfied.” 

This is indeed “ amende honorable ” and I am propitiated. 

Grace takes the letter again and reads it more carefully, 
and repeats that it really is sweet. She likes the bit about 
the “ pluvver,” because it shows that boys are not naturally 
! cruel nowadays. She thinks this fact augurs well for peace 

in the future. , , , , 

I agree somewhat doubtfuUy and forbear to draw her 
attention to Bryan’s postscript. 

Grace now becomes very serious and says isn’t the war 
horrible, and do I think it is right for her to bring an 
Innocent Child into the world when the World is in this 
terrible condition. She was talking to Jack about it last 
night, but Jack did not seem to understand. As the innocent 
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chiM is ilue to arrive in the world at any moment I feel 
that it is too late for anything to be done about it, and that 
he (or possibly she) wiE just have to make the best of it. 
Grace says that I don’t seem to understand either. Some- 
times she feels as if she couldn’t bear the wickedifess of it 
all another minute. . . . Her eyes are full of tears and I 
realise that she must be comforted, so I proceed to explain 
my own particular method of “carrying on.” None of us 
■could bear the war if we allowed ourselves to brood upon 
the wdckednessnf it and the misery it has entailed, so the 
■only tiling to do is not. to allow oneself to think about it 
seriously, but Just to skitter about on the surface of life 
like a waterbeetie. In this way one can carry on and do 
one’s bit and remain moderately cheerful. 

Grace says, “That seems rather a cowardly way of 
bearing things.” 

I agree that it may be cowardly, but it is the only way 
for me. It would do no good if I were to think seriously 
about the war, and it would do me a lot of harm ; and I 
add that my family would suffer if I became a raving 
lunatic. 

Grace looks thoughtful and says there’s something in it. 
She wondered how I was able to behave in my usual cheerful 
manner and now she understands. 


TUESDAY, OTPI MARCH ' 

A letter arrives from Tim. I pounce upon it with delight 
and tear it open, for this is his first letter from overseas. 
He says that he has arrived safely “ Somewhere in Prance,” 
and has been allotted a comfortable billet. “ The Battalion 
is in . good fettle ” continues Tim, “ all the men fit and 
cheerful, Old Frankie is in tremendous form. He throws 
his w^^eight about a good deal, but I must say he Gets Things 
Done. It is quite amazing, because^f he^ used to be such an 
old woman, terrified of the Powers Th^t Be, and unwilling 
to shoulder responsibility. Everyone thought he would be 
quite hopeless to command the Battalion in war. It Just 
shows that you never can tell. The old boy was quite nice 
to me when I arrived — everyone was, really, and it was 
good to see Preston again, we hadn’t met since that time 
at Cawnpore. I got a parcel from Aunt Ethel containing 
unwearable socks and unsmokable cigarettes — fortunately 
my batman will v/ear or smoke anything. I have written 
to Aunt E. thanking her as warmly as I am able. If you 
have time you might go and see Mrs. Craven and tell her 
that I saw Craven in hospital. He had appendicitis, but has 
been operated on and is doing splendidly. He is being 
promoted and will make an excellent R.S.M. You can tell 
Mrs. C. if you like,” 
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I decide to down to the Barracks and see Mrs. Craven 
at arold friend-^we have followed the drum 

together for years — and it is always pleasant 
bs^arer good news. Mrs. Craven’s Quarters are at the 

5f Xe rol and I pkss the time of day with several other 
women as I gb along. They are.all anxious for news of the 

Battalion. Mrs. Graven is she 

«pwing machine buzzing as I knock on her dooi . one 

welcomes me warmly and is delighted at my news. 
kitchen is not as neat as usual and she apologises for th^ 
bits and snippets ” which are strewed about and ei^lains 
that her daughter is being married on Tuesday, and tnat 
she is making herself a dress to wear at the ceremony. Am 
amazed to hfar that Miriam is old enough to be married- 
I have not seen her for sinne twe, but w 
her as a small peaky chdd with Pigta^ ^ ^ 

—but Mrs. Craven says, Aweel, she was set on it. 

This speech sounds a trifle lukewarm and I enquire 
whether Mrs. Craven is pleased with the matcn. 

She replies, ‘‘Och, aye, he’s nice 
Is everything all right I ask, doubtfully. 

Och ave ” savs Mrs. Craven. 

In spite of her words I have a strong feeling that every- 
thing is not ail right. You aren’t worrying about youi 
Misband, are you ?” I enquire. He’s getting on splendidly 

”^Na?na?Ss^Mrs.^raven. “ I’m not worrying aboot 
him. He aye falls on his feet, does John. I m real pleased 

*^^“^Well, what™re° you worrying about ? Is there anything 
that I can do about it ?” __ 

“Och, it’s just naething.” 

“ Is it something about the wedding ? , ^ 

“Na na, we’ve fixed everything fine. Weve fixed aboot 
the cake and all. Itjs all fixed.” 

“ Ayef anTs^^s'got a real nice dress. It’s yon new colour, 
a sort o’ greeny blue, wi’ a white collar on it. 

Lovely!” , . . ..» 

“ Aye, she looks real nice in it. ^ 

“You aren’t worried about Miriam, are you . 

“ Weel, maybe I am a wee bit pit oot . . . but it s 

^ “ WhsS is it ? Do tell me, Mrs. Craven. ’ 4.1 * 

“ It’s naething serious,” declares Mrs. Craven earnesdj. 
“It’s just that Miriam’s taken an awfu scunner at the 


WEDNESDAY, 6TH ?^CH . 

I am doing my morning shopping and run mta^Mrs. 
■ Benson coming out of Sinapson’s. She is wearing a new l a 
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—brick red and extremely modish— which does not suit her 
at all. In fact she looks so old and tired and dejected that 
my heart melts towards her and the hat seems pathetic 
rather than ludicrous. Mrs. Benson asks mhethei^I ha?e 
heard from Tim since he joined the Battalion and €n being 
informed that I received a letter yesterday she enquires 
eagerly whether Tim ‘‘happened to mention the Colonel.’' 
I have read Tim’s letter so often that I know the contents 
by heart and am able to reply immediately that Tim did 
mention the Colonel and said that he was extremely well 
and cheerful and that it was a great advantage to have 
such a capable C.O. 

Mrs. Benson says, “Very nice indeed,” and smiles quite 
amiably. She enquires for Bryan and Betty and asks if I 
wili bring the latter to tea with her this af ternoon. The 
invitation is rather a shock, for I am aware that Betty is 
never at her best with the Colonel’s wife— I remember the 
occasion of their last meeting and my heart sinks into my 
shoes — ^fortunately, however, I remember that to-day is 
Wednesday and that Betty’s dancing class is held this after- 
noon, so I am able to refuse the invitation with conviction, 

Mrs. Benson says, “What a pity, I haven’t seen the dear 
child for a long time. Is she still as shy as ever?” 

This question is difficult to answer for Betty is not, and 
never was, shy. Her apparent bashfulness in Mrs. Benson’s 
presence is due to dislike and disapproval. (I am now in 
the position of the unfortunate man who was asked whether 
he had left ofi beating his wife), I review the situation 
hastily and decide that it is much better for Mrs. Benson 
to remain in ignorance of my daughter’s real feelings, and 
I am about to reply accordingly, when Mrs. Benson relieves 
me of the necessity to reply at all. 

“Well, never mind, it can’t be helped,” says Mrs. Benson. 
“You must just come yourself, Hester. Tea is at four 
o’clock, and we can have a nice little chat,” and with 
that she disappears into Boots’ beior^ I can think of an 
adequate excuse. ' 

Am just getting ready for the ordeal when Grace appears 
and announces that she has come to tea with me and to be 
cheered up. She is feeling extremely low and T am the only 
person who can cheer her. Reply that I would willingly 
cheer and sustain her with tea and conversation, if I were 
not trysted to tea with Mrs. Benson. 

Grace exclaims, “Mrs. Benson I” in tones of horror and 
disgust, 

I endeavour to rouse Grace’s better feelings by saying 
that the poor old thing is unhappy and requires cheering 
every bit as much as she does, to which Grace replies with 
a rude word. Try to look shocked, but am obliged to laugh. 

We walk down the street together and part at Mrs. 
Benson’s gate with regret. 


PART I: FEBRUARY-MARCH, 1940 
Sh^ls brown^gSment Tbout 

^^ISSfr;Si3»Si 

qmils have little or no recollection of previous 
existence” declares Miss Browne Winters in bell-lihe tone^ 
“but that need not necessarily 

Souls. Sometimes a Soul, wrapped too ^osely in the mesn^s 
nf the Present, loses contact with the 4. 44. 

fLlfsorr?® for such a Soul for, in losing such Contact, it 

^°¥leWnc?S’ to reply that one 1«® a httte too 

£ rwr^s fsi^ 

^^s lenEh^n eS^res as to the circumstances of our 
mpptinff and Miss Browne Winters, who has been awaiting 
Iwf mfestfon renliertoat sh^ was Alphonso X, surnamed 
the Wise and that, amongst other activities too numerous 
fn mention sli© improved tlie Ptoloms-ic Planetary Table . 
?then ask whether la this great and useful 

lofk and she repUes that I was not far enough advanced 
hi?t wa? merely one of her mother’s women. “Yes, says 
Tv/rigg Brovme Winters, assuming a positively Delphian 
manner and drawing her back cl 2 rl?f I 

SlnyiS?n^;outr a^U »|if aS|rg 

and Serficial been any Real 

^^Mra^Bensoifloo^ ® > ^^deflne\he^n^^^ 

you^ere taltong ^ou^^ ]§raLd I” agrees Mss Browne 
Wmtprq That Marvellous Monument of Antiquity I 
^“v^fwerrtemS mb about Benson reminds 

her, and adds for my benefit, " Miss Browne Winters knows 

““tSu™ SS rST^rder, mt Ml^ » 

does not disclaim her knowledge; sheamiles a to*®, 

and says, “Ah, yes, the Great Pyramid. Who should know 

more about it than I T* 


** Were you tliere when it was built I enquire, for tills 
seems the most likely explanation of her omniscience. 

was there/* she replies. fact I iieipecl in the 
bnilding of it. My duty was to measure the stone§^ before 
they were put in place. How widly I remembered it all 
when my father and I were in Egypt last year ! How strange 
it was to lay my hand on a stone and to remember the 
placing of it 1 So vivid were my recollections that some- 
times I had difficulty in coming back to the present . . . the 
Present was overlaid by the Past. My father became quite 
anxious about me and would not allow me out of his 
sight.” Miss Browne Winters laughs and adds apologeti“ 
caiiy, was afraid I might Go Back.** 

Miss Browne Winters continues for some time in this 
strain, and builds up a picture of herself wandering about 
beneath a burning sun, living two lives at the same time, 
her unfortunate parent trailing after her. . . . 

Eventually Miss Browne Winters says she must go. She 
rises and pronounces some words in a foreign language and 
declares that it is an Arabic blessing and means “May 
Allah protect you and give you children, numbered as the 
desert sands.’* Feel that some other blessing might have 
been more suitable for Mrs. Benson and myself, as Mrs. 
Benson is too old to start a family of such proportions, and 
I find my family of two more than enough to feed, clothe 
and educate. 

When she has gone, the conversation descends to lower 
levels, in fact it descends very low indeed. Mrs. Benson 
says that Miss Browne Winters is an interesting woman, 
but somewhat tiring, and now we can have a nice chat. 
She saw me with young Mrs. MacDougall the other day — 
how kind it is of me to take an interest in her, as, of course, 
we can have nothing in common. 

Am aware that Mrs. Benson does not mean what she 
says, but something quite different ^nn(J rather nasty. 

“ It is such a pity/* continues Mrs. Benson, “ such a pity 
when a young and promising officer like Jack MacDougall 
gets caught by a woman like that. . . . No, don*t interrupt, 
Hester, I knov/ how loyal you are, but you and I, who have 
the Interests of the Regiment so much at heart, can discuss 
these things quite calmly.** 

I am feeling far from calm — in fact I am seething — and 
as I can find no effective rejoinder, I offer the bald state- 
ment that Grace is my friend. Mrs. Benson takes no notice 
of this, but proceeds to give me a resume of Jack’s history, 
qualifications, and parentage. His father commanded the 
Regiment and was “ a dear friend of Colonel Benson’s **; 
his mother was one of the Sinclairs of Auchenduchan ; and 
his grandfather— a particularly fine man — ^was also in the 
Regiment and won his D.S.O., in South Africa . . . “ Jack 


1 ; p|! b ruary-m;arch, 1940 21 

bad the ball at his feet and he threw it away,” declares 
Mrs. Benson sorrowfully. 

(Feel that Jack should really have kicked the ball, but 
manage to refrain from saying so.) 

“Sad*! ” says Mrs. Benson. “Very sad indeed. I have 
been talking to Colonel Carter about it and he agrees . . . 
he has promised to do what he can for Jack, to get him 
out of the rut, and give him an opportunity to show what 
he is made of,” 

This sounds somsewhat sinister, and I feel bound to 
enquire' wliat' sort of opportunity Jack is to be given. :Mrs.::> 
Benson says it, is not our business to interfere, and that 
Colonel .Garter is quite capable of running the depot with- 
out 'advice from any: one. 

Once; again Mrs. .Benson's words convey an opposite 
meaning,: ''■^■She has:^b interfering-— or trying to interfere. 
She has been getting at” Herbert Carter and urging him 
to send Jack to France— and for all I know she may have- 
succeeded in her endeavour.' Soldiers are soldiers, of course,, 
and must go where they are sent, but it would be cruel to 
send Jack now, with the baby due to arrive at any moment..- 
If the 1st Battalion needs a captain, it is, within Herbert^ 
Carter's pov/er to send whom he pleases . . . and I can 
-scarcely believe that Herbert who is a kind-hearted 
creature (though admittedly a triHe' flabby) would think, 
of sending Jack. ... 

-, , -Am so busy with these thoughts- that I lose the drift of 
Mrs. Benson's conversation and come tO' myself to find her- 
gazing at me with a baleful' expression and obviously- 
awaiting a reply. ■- . ■ 

'‘It is a bad habit to-alloF' one's: thoughts to wander,”' 
says Mrs. Benson firmly. '“A very bad habit indeed, and 
one- that is apt: to grow upon one unless it is checked.” 


THURSDAY, 7TH MAB.CH ,„ ; . . . 

Spend a miserable night endeavouring to weigh up- 
Herbert Carter's; character— his kind heart against Ms 
undoubted flaceidity. - Dawn breaks and confirms my decision 
■that ■Something' Must , Be Done. I . hurry Betty - ofi- to school,, 
rush down to the Barracks and- demand to see the C.O. on 
urgent business. The Orderly-Room Sergeant is a personal 
friend of mine, so I experience no difficulty in penetrating 
the defences, Herbert obviously is surprised to see me, but 
he invites me to be seated and asks what he can do for me. 
Somehow, or other Herbert seems quite different from his 
usual genial self, much more dignified and unapproachable. 
I remember that he is the C.O., that he is commanding a 
large body of troops and that his responsibilities must be 
enormous. My courage ebbs rapidly. 


Herbert says, “ Come on, Hester. What is it? You aren’t 
frightened of me, are you?” 

I reply, ‘‘Yes, I’m terrified. You’re so grand, and im- 
portant, Herbert.” 

At this Herbert laughs and says that sometimes he is 
quite frightened of himself, and it’s a funny world. 

The ice thus broken I take the plunge and explain that I 
Jiad to see him because there are rumours of Jack 
MacDougail being sent abroad, but that I hope he won’t 
have to go until after the baby has arrived. 

Herbert looks rather taken aback and says, '*How on 
earth did you hear that?” but I am not to be drawn and 
reply firmly that it does not matter how I heard it as long 
as it isn’t true. 

Are you sure he doesn’t want to go?” asks Herbert. 

To which I reply, ‘'Would you have wanted to go and 
leave Mamie to have her first baby?” 

Herbert says, “ No, of course not . . . and as a matter of 
fact I didn’t intend to send Jack. They want a captain and 
a subaltern and I meant to send Wilson and Taylor. Then I 
happened to hear from— from a reliable source that Jack 
was anxious to go.” He hesitates for a moment and then 
continues. “You know, Hester, it’s not a bad thing for a 
young fellow to see some active service , . . Jack is a pro- 
fessional soldier and he’s keen and ambitious.” 

I am aware that all this is true. Tim was pleased when 
he received his orders. He was sorry to leave me, but he 
wanted to go— he was as excited as a child going to its 
first party. 

“Not now,” I say, and I find the greatest difficulty in 
saying it, for there is lump in my throat which feels like 
a golf ball. 

“ Well, perhaps not . . says Herbert doubtfully. 

I am hesitating whether to leave it or to drive home my 
advantage, when Herbert goes on : “ It’s very difficult for 
me. I want you to understand ths^.’ 

“ You can do what you like,” I pointf out. 

He smiles and replies : “ Just imagine yourself in my 
shoes, Hester. The 1st Battalion asks for two officers and 
I’ve got to decide who’s to go. Sometimes the choice is 
obvious— in Tim’s case he was the only major available— 
but more often the choice lies between two or three fellows. 
I’ve got to decide. In one way they all want to go, and in 
another way none of them wants to ... it isn’t easy.” 

My anger is melting now; I can feel it running out like 
thawed snow. 

He leans forward and continues, “ So you see when Mrs. 
Benson said she happened to know that Jack was longing 
for Active Service , . 

“ So it was Mrs. Benson!” I exclaim. 

“Well ... in a way it was . . says Herbert uncom- 
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fortably, happened to meet her, you see, and~and she 
happened to say . . . and so I thought , . . but of course I 
don't really let her interfere. You mustn't think that. Of 
course we've got used to— er— thinking of her as the 
Coloners wife, and— Oh, curse it, you know what the old 
lady is like.” ' ■ 

Yes, I know what she is like, but unfortunately the only 
word which describes her must not be allowed to pass my 
lips. I extricate myself from Herbert's presence and walk 
home boiling with rage. 


FRIDAY, 8TH MARCH , 

I awake suddenly in the early hours of the morning and 
hear the horrible moaning of the Donford siren. The sound 
chills my blood, and, for a moment, I find myself incapable 
of movement. Then I pull myself together, leap out of bed, 
and rush round the house waking its inhabitants. This is 
our first night alarm, and I am not at all sure how my 
household will take it, but I find that I need not have 
worried. Everyone is perfectly calm, Annie has Betty up 
and dressed in half no time and Mrs. Fraser emerges from 
her room clad in a siren suit of enormous proportions and 
with her head swathed in a pink woollen scarf. We have 
already agreed that the brush-cupboard (which is large and 
commodious and is situated under the stairs) is to be our 
shelter. The brushes are flung out and rugs and cushions 
are fetched. Mrs. Fraser says that the windows in the 
house should be ‘‘opened a wee bit" and comes round to 
help me in the task. 

All is now ready, and we go into the brush-cupboard and 
sit down. 

“ We should have had it done,” says Mrs. Fraser. “ We 
should have been prepared. It's a daft-like thing not to be 
prepared.”, . , § . ■ 

Annie agrees, and' says she will scrub out the cupboard 
to-morrow. 

Mrs. Fraser says that will be fine, and the brushes can be 
kept in the kitchen cupboard. She will make room for them. 

I pinch my leg to see whether I am dreaming. Is this 
really Hester Christie sitting in the brush-cupboard in the 
middle of the night, waiting for a bomb to fall? The pinch 
hurts quite a lot, so I am forced to believe that I am awake. 
I look round at my companions and feel a strange impulse 
to laugh, but manage to stifle it at birth. 

We chat about various matters in a friendly manner. I 
have never liked Mrs. Fraser very much, and have been 
under the impression that Mrs. Fraser disliked me, but to- 
night I positively love the woman. She sits there, looking 
like something out of the Arabian Nights in her siren suit 
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and her pink swathed head, hut she is as calm and as ton 
as a rock. After about half an hour, during which nothing 
whatever can be heard, Mrs, Fraser announces that she is 
going to infuse tea— Hitier or no— and we can just wait 
there till she brings it. I remonstrate with her, but without 
success. I feel that I ought to go with her and share the 
dangers of the kitchen, but Annie and Betty do not want to 
be left. Presently Mrs. Fraser returns with a tray of tea 
and biscuits and says she went out and , had a look round, 
but there’s nothing to be seen. 

Betty remarks, in a disappointed tone, ''Perhaps they 
aren’t coming after all!'’ 

She has scarcely spoken when we hear several dull tiiumps„ 
It is a strange sound, for, although the thumps are not very 
loud, the house seems to shake slightly. It reminds me of 
an earthquake which occurred when Tim and I were in 
India. 

Betty says, " Wliat’s that?” and Mrs. Fraser replies that 
it is the kitchen door banging. 

" But didn’t you shut it ? ” enquires Betty. 

"How could I?” says Mrs. Fraser. "I was carrying the 
tray and I’ve not got three hands on me.” 

This intrigues Betty and she asks whether Mrs. Fraser 
would like to have three hands, to which Mrs. Fraser replies 
in the afiirmative. 

Betty says what would she do with three hands. 

Mrs. Fraser says, "There’s whiles I could do with six 
■^hands. : They would be: gey useful when Tm dishing up 
the dinner.” 

; We' now hear two more thumps, slightly louder than 
before, and Betty (who .is no fool) says that she thinks they 
. ..are ■ bombs, and can she go out and see if .there are any 
German aeroplanes about. 

, Everyone replies in chorus that she must remain where 
she is. 

Nothing more happens and inf another half-hour the 
" All Clear ” signal is heard, and v/e all |’o back to bed. Betty 
is in -great form and I can hear her asking Annie whether 
we can have another “Siren Party” soon, 

Annie calls me at the usual hour and I arise feeling as 
if I had had no sleep at all. Decide to let Betty sleep as Iriig 
as possible — ^Annie agrees with this. I enquire v/hether 
Annie has heard whether any damage has been done, but 
everyone seems to be late this morning— -even the butcher’s 
boy — so no news of the raid has come to Winfield, 

While I am having breakfast the telephone bell rings 
loudly, and Annie comes in with eyes like- saucers, and says, 
"It’s Captain MacDougall, and will you come at once and 
speak to him.” 

I' ask Annie what is the matter and she replies that she 
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doesn’t know, but Captain MacDougall said it was very 
important and she thinks it is the Germans. She acWs that 
the milk hasn’t come, nor the post neither . . . ohe wonuti.> 

"^I^Jiih^tolie^teltphoiie and clamp the receiver to my ear 
and murmur, “Hullo!” in trembling tones. 

Jack’s voice sounds distraught at 

awful nip'ht: he hasn t been to bed at all, he thought at 
oS tiS ’wal all up; nobody toows what it’s been hkc. 

I have visions of German soldiers landing on the ooa*l, 
and enquire in still more tremulous accents how far they 

^^ack*?ays, “ They’re here. It happened at five o’clock thi.s 
morning. Of course we were prepared in a way, but i never 
thought it would be so frightful. Grace has been 

°^Am^ now' so' terrified that my knees give way altogether 
and I sink down on to the floor still clutching the telephone 
and pressing it against my ear. x, , . 

Jack says, “ Are you still there, Hester? Oh, I thought 
perhaps they had cut us off. You heard the bombs, of 
course . , , yes, that was the beginning of it. You had better 
come round here and sta:y with Grace. I’ve got to go to the 
»Barracks at once.” „ , , , , x 

This is impossible, of course, for my first duty is to my 
own children, and their safety is my paramount concern. I 
point this out to Jack and add that if only I could get Betty 
to a place of safety I am prepared to remain with Grace 
and sell my life as dearly as possible. I have two shotguns 
n-nh a small revolver and ammunition for a prolonged 
siege. ... 

Jack says: don^t know what on earth you are talking 

about.” 

I reply: “The Germans of course, you said, they had 
landed.” 

Jack says, “ Good l^or^, it isn't the Germans, it's twins.” 

“Tv;ins!” I echo incredulously. 

“ Yes,” says Jack, “ Yes, twins. 1 thought Grace was going 
to die. I w^as terrified. It's been the most ghastly night. I 
don't know why people ever have children, it's wicked— 
positively wicked.” 

I pull myself together and endeavour to readjust my 
outlook . . . but somehow or other it isn't easy . , . Jack is 
still havering at the other end of the line. I can hear him 
saying that Ian arrived about five o'clock in the morning 
and his brother followed him into the world about twenty 
minutes later; the doctor and nurse were both there in 
plenty of time and showed no signs of anxiety~1.4bw&itely 
heartless, both of them,” declares Jaek.-lhd^ai.t§v'"" 

I sympathise with him and say that I-.Wil' g0-rdmi4 ahfi' • 
see Grace shortly. ^ 
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“Yes/’ says Jack, “yes, you had better come once. I 
don’t know what they are playing at. The doctor has gone 
home, the nurse is wolfing bacon and eggs in the dining- 
room, and the twins are bawling their heads off. The whole 
house is topsy turvy, it’s driving me mad . . /’ 

Find Grace lying in bed. surrounded by masses of flowers 
which Jack has ordered on. his way to, the Barracks. Grace 
is looking remarkably weli—all things considered — and' 
seems comfortable and cheerful; she says she is delighted 
to have twins because they will be such nice companions for 
each other. They will do everything together, of course. 
The only thing that worries her is that she does not see how 
she and Jack can possibly afford to send them both to Eton 
. . . and it would never do to send one and not the other. 

I suggest that she should leave the future to look after 
itself. 

Grace says she likes thinking about the future and making 
plans — even if the plans don’t come off— and perhaps if 
Jack’s old aunt dies in time they wifi be able to manage it 
all right. The old aunt is “ over ninety and quite queer,” so 
Grace does not feel that it is wrong to envisage her end. 

Ian and his brother are how displayed by the proud 
nurse. They are exceedingly small, but seem quite lusty. 
Nurse says, “Aren’t they pets, Mrs. Christie?” I agree that 
they are. 

Grace says she thinks she will call the second one Alec 
, . . , “ Ian and Alec,” says Grace dreamily, “ My boys, Ian 
and Alec!” 

I suggest that I must go now, but Grace says she must 
tell me about her dream — ^it was lovely dream. She dreamt 
that she was walking across the field at Lords with the two 
boys, one on each side of her. She was wearing a new frock 
with pale blue ribbons, and they were in Etons with lovely 
shiny top hats — ^they looked adorable. 

Nurse now interferes and says Jihat Grace must have a 
nice sleep, so I depart, but am cailed«^back and given a list 
of things which are wanted for the twins. Nurse follows 
me out to the door reiterating requests for Johnston & 
Johnston’s Baby Powder and the best olive oil. 

Enquire, a trifle fretfully, why these things are not 
already in the house, to which Nurse replies: “ Well, they 
did come a bit before time. It was the siren did it, and the 
fuss of getting up, and then the bombs. Have you heard 
where the bombs fell, Mrs. Christie?” 

Reply that I have had no time to ask any one. 

Nurse says: “ Well, it was the Vegetable Man told me. He 
said the first lot were on the shore, and the second lot on 
the golf course. He said one of them fell just in the very 
place where the committee had marked out a new bunker 
. . .it’s saved the club three hundred pounds, the Vegetable 
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Man said . . . not that I believe all I hear, do you, Mrs* 
.■Christie?” ;" ■■,. 

MONDAY, IITH MARCH ' ' 

Am sitting by the fire feeling somewhat blue when The 
Child is shown in. The Child is an extremely large subaltern 
with extremely large and innocent brown eyes. His correct 
name is William Taylor, and some of his intimates call him 

The Child says he has received a letter from Tubby 
Baxter and he thought I might like to hear what Tubby 
says about the Major, and that’s why he came. I assure him 
that I am delighted to see him, and that it was a very kind 
thought, 

‘^Well, here’s the letter,” says my visitor. '"You can’t 
read it of course, because . . . well . . . because you can’t. 
I’ll read bits of it to you.” He produces a bulky epistle, 
spreads it out and clears his throat importantly. 

“ ' My dear Bill, How are you, you old — er — . I am in 
quite decent digs and the Mess is O.K. A French cook and 
fizz practically ad lih. So far so good and it — er— makes 
your— er— mouth water— but there are some pretty large 
files in the— er — ointment. You say you want Active Service 
— well, you ought to be here. We are active all right, 
digging like — er—er— moles but haven’t seen much of the 
— er— Bosche so far. It’s funny how this sort of show afiects 
people and shows them up for what they are. People that 
one thought were no— er— use are doing splendidly and 
people that one thought were absolutely O.K. are— er—er— 
awful.’” 

Bill pauses to straighten out the paper and remarks that 
Tubby’s handwriting is difiScult to read, but we are coming 
to the interesting bit soon. I assure him that I am finding 
it aZI most interesting, specially the bits that he does not 
read, and add that 3;caii fill them in for myself with the 
greatest of ease. Bill says he bets I can’t, and continues as 
follows: 

"'Major Tim has arrived and seems in great form, 
everyone is— er — er— pleased to see him except the — er— 
shirkers. They know they’ll get his boot — er — er and serve 
them— er— right. It was about time someone gave them— 
er— . Talking of girls— no, you wouldn’t be interested in 
that, I’ll go on to the next bit.” 

I assure Bill that I shall be most interested in Tubby’s 
reaction to Mademoiselle, but Bill says, " No,” quite firmly, 
and turns over the page. 

" This bit is all about the Colonel,” says Bill, smiling to 
himself. "The old boy seems to be having a pretty good 
time now that he has managed to get away from old Mrs 
B. I don’t wonder either; Loo is a bit stultifying, Isn’t she ?” 




I enauire what Tubby says about the Colonel, and Bill 
replies, I've told you most of it," which is palpably untrue. 
The only other piece of news I can extract from Bill is that 
“ the old boy sings in his bath.” 

That's about ail,” says Bill, except for the Limerick — 
there are two, really, but one of them is a bit— er— silly.” 

Tubby Baxter is the Regimental poet, and sometimes 
shows a neat turn of phrase, so I am all ears for the Limerick 
which runs as follows: 

** There was a gay Colonel called Benson, 

Who said, ‘Now, you chaps, pay attention; 

If Loo comes to Vimy 
Please don't let her see me, 

But just have her put in detention,'” 

“Rather neat, isn't it?” says Bill, chuckling, “Of course 
you have to say ‘ Benshon ' to make it rhyme; but I daresay 
there isn't much difficulty in that if fizz hows like water,” 
adds Bill reflectively. 

Having given me all the news, Bill folds up the letter 
and stows it away carefully.* There is an uncomfortable 
pause, and I look at him and note that he is sitting on the 
very edge of his chair and twisting one of the buttons on 
his tunic, as if his one aim in life were to tear it from its 
moorings. Bill is usually a very self-possessed sort of person 
and— as I have reason to know— full of initiative and 
resource, so I am quite astonished at this sudden attack of 
nerves. I ply him with encouraging conversation, but he 
answers in monosyllables; I offer him a drink, but he 
refuses. At last I come to the end of my patience and 
demand point blank what is the matter with him, where- 
upon he swallows nervously several times, and says, “You 
know the Bradshaws?” 

I reply that I do. The Bradshaws live at Hythe and keep 
open house for the Army, they w^e exceedingly kind to us 
when we were stationed there. As I am aware that Bill has 
been at Hythe quite recently, indulging in a Small Arms 
Course, I put two and two together and arrive at the obvious 
conclusion. I enquire how Elinor Bradshaw is getting on, 
and whether she is doing anything warlike. 

“No,” says Bill, “she seemed all right. It wasn't /ler 
exactly. I mean, of course, I saw her too . . 

“Who was it then?” I enquire patiently. 

Bill leans forward, picks up the poker and proceeds to 
demolish my fire. (As it is obvious that he is upset and 
therefore not responsible for his actions, I endeavour to 
bear the calamity with all the fortitude at my command.) 
“ It's Pinkie,” says Bill, poking fiercely. “ It's Pinkie . . , 
you know . , . the niece .• ,-'r she lives there. She said she 
knew you.” 
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Do I know Pinkie? Yes, I remember her now— Elinor’s 
niece from India, a small mousy child with thin legs and 
lank hair and a gold band across her front teeth. Poor 
little Pinkie, of course I remember her. 

I thought perhaps you might ask her to stay with you,*’ 
says Bill, gritting out the amazing request through clenched 
teeth. 

You thought what?” I demand, unable to believe my 

ears,'.:- , 

“Well, I just wondered , . says Bill miserably. “You’re 
always so sporting, Mrs. Tim, and there isn’t any one else. 
She’s staying with a school friend at Perth — and— well— she 
could easily come over here for a few days. I could fetch 
her if it came to that. She hasn’t anywhere else to go, so 
she would just have to go home unless* , . . and — ^well, I 
just wondered . . .” He drivels on in this strain until I 
interrupt him by asking what on earth I should do with 
the girl if she came here. She is too old to play with Betty. 

Bill agrees, but says that he thought perhaps I might be 
feeling dull and Pinkie would cheer me up. 

“Why isn’t she at school?” I enquire. 

Bill says she at school in Paris, but of course they 
brought her home and it is frightfully dull for her at Hythe, 
so won’t I please ask her, if only for a week-end, because she 
talked about me a lot and he knows she would like to come 
and he is quite sure she won’t be a bother. The conversation 
continues for some time and eventually my resistance is 
worn down, and I agree to write to Pinkie and invite 
her ... I agree chiefly because I am certain that she will 
not come. 

“Oh, Mrs. Tim you are sporting,” declares Bill, beaming 
at me gratefully. “ Oh, Mrs. Tim, will you write the letter 
now, and I’ll post it on my way back to the barracks.” 

I write the letter with Bill breathing heavily down the 
back of my neck, and hq, departs with the precious missive 
in his pocket. « 


WEDNESDAY, 13TH MARCH 

I arrive at the Mob. Store, one corner of which has been 
partitioned o:^, and here the “ Comforts ” for the Troops are 
collected and despatched. In theory the officers’ wives take 
it in turn to perform the necessary duties, but in practice 
it works out differently. Mamie Carter is to be my sole 
companion this morning, for Grace is exempt at present, 
and Stella and Evie have telephoned to say that they are 
in bed with colds. 

Mamie is seated by the stove, smoking a cigarette (which 
is contrary to regulations), she says there were so many 
parcels to open that she did not know where to begin. I 


look at the pile of parcels and realise that I shall probably 
he there all day. Enquire whether Mamie would prefer to 
open parcels or write out receipts, whereupon she replies 
that she would rather write out receipts, hut she has not 
brought her spectacles, so she supposes she had better open 
parcels. She adds that both Stella and Evie were at the 
pictures last night— she saw them with her own eyes— so 
it's nonsense to say they can’t come and help us with the 

Comforts”; and Herbert is having a few hours’ leave this 
afternoon, so she won’t be able to stay very long. If any one 
had a good excuse for not turning up this morning it is she 
(continues Mamie), because Baby is teething, but she isn’t 
the sort of person to let other people down. 

By this time I have opened two parcels and written out 
the forms which »we despatch to donors. Mamie lights 
another cigarette and says: “Oh, dear, more socks! Why 
can’t people send gloves or helmets?” 

Am about to reply somewhat tartly when the door opens 
and Tony Morley walks in. He seems surprised to see us 
and says he is looking for the Quarty and is this the Mob. 
Store, or isn’t it? I assure him that it is, and explain that 
we are allowed to use it for “ Comforts.” 

Mamie gets up and gushes at him, but Tony hates being 
gushed at; he asks what she is supposed to be doing, and 
advises her to get on with her job. (Strangely enough Tony 
seems to be able to say these things without giving mortal 
offence). Then he comes over to the table and picks up a 
sock and says, “Who made that? Is it intended for Fan 
M'Kool?” I enquire who Pan M‘Kool may foe, and Tony 
replies that he was an Irish giant who lived in the eighteenth 
century and was in the habit of eating a whole sheep for 
his breakfast. Tony then tries on a helmet and a pullover, 

and surveys himself as best he can in the cracked mirror 
which hangs over the stove and has “Schweppes Tonic 
Water” written across it in blue Setters. He seems ciiiite 
pleased with his appearance, so I tell Kim that he may have 
the garments if he likes, whereupon he removes them as 
though they were red hot. 

^ Mamie asks him how he is getting on and whether he 
likes his Battalion, and Tony replies that the men are grand 
stuff, but completely raw, and he would give a thousand 
pounds for a couple of N.C.O.’s who really knew their job. 

“How long will it take you to train them?” enquires 
Mamie, looking at him with large and innocent eyes. 

Tony opens his eyes wide too, and replies that if Mamie 
will give him five years he guarantees to make the 
Grenadiers look like a Sunday School Treat. , . . “Five 
years,” says Tony thoughtfully. “ Yes I could just do it. The 
last six months would be the worst, because we should be 
practising the hollow square.” 

I suggest that the hollow square Is an obsolete formation;. 
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but Tony says it is obsolete only because of its diSiculty. 
He will use it for Drum Head Courts Martial, and it will be 
the very thing' for Hitler’s trial. 

Mamie is completely bewildered at all this (she does not 
Imow Tony as well as I do). ‘‘Five years!” she murmurs in 
horrified tones, “ but surely the war will be over long before 
that!” 

“ Oh, yes,” agrees Tony. “ This war will be over, of course, 
but my Battalion will be ready for the next war— the war of 
1945— unless by some unhappy chance it is disbanded by the 
Peace Treaty.” , ' ■ ■ ^ 

I enquire, somewhat pointedly, whether the Battalion is 
capable of training itself, to which Tony replies, “Dash it 
all, Hester, d’you want to get rid of me? I’m waiting to 
see the Quarty. I want to wangle some stuff out of him. 
IfoZdyou...” 

At this moment the door opens and a small thin woman 
with a brightly-painted face peeps in. We all look at her in 
surprise, and then at each other . , . none of us knows her. 

“ Is this the place I’m looking for ?” she asks. 

Tony, who is never at a loss, replies that it all depends 
upon what place she is looking for. If she is looking for the 
Officers’ Mess or the Headquarters of the A.T.S. this is not 
the place she is looking for, but if she happens to be looking 
for the Mob. Store, this is it. Far from being dashed, the 
woman brightens and bridles, and, opening the door wider, 
she comes in, showing herself to be attired (to match her 
face) in brightest pink and crimson. 

“ This is the place,” she declares. “ Ha, ha, I can see wool! 
I want to make socks for the dear soldiers. Everyone should 
do their bit, shouldn’t they?” 

Mamie asks whether she is connected with the barracks 
and has a pass, to which questions she replies in the negative, 
adding brightly that they wouldn’t let her in at the big 
gate, so she went roni|^ to the side gate “ and slipped in 
when the soldier wasn’t' looking.” 

Mamie exclaims, “ Good Heavens!” in a scandalised voice, 
and Tony laughs uproariously. Mamie says to Tony (some- 
what tartly) that she 4oes not see anything to laugh at, and 
Tony wipes his eyes and declares that it is the funniest thing 
he has heard since the war started, and he would give a good 
deal to see Herbert’s face when Mamie tells him about it. 

Mamie says doubtfully, “Well, he to be told,” at 

which Tony laughs again, louder than before. 

Meanwhile I am busy making up a parcel of wool for the 
vroman (she certainly deserves it) and I provide her with 
a printed leaflet describing the way in which we like our 
socks made. The woman reads the leaflet with the help of 
a lorgnette and remarks. “ Oh, 1 see you need four needles 
for these.” 

I assure her that socks are usually made on four needles. 
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Cast oil twenty stitches on each of three needles,” reads 
the woman. She looks up and adds, '‘That’s what it says 
here, so I only need three needles after all I” 

It takes some time to convince her that she will retuire 
four needles for her labour of love, but at last she says, "Well I 
I suppose you must know . . and takes the parcel which 
is now ready and prepares to go. Mamie offers to accompany 
her— explaining in hurried undertones that for all we know 
the woman may be a German Spy, and Herbert would not 
like her to be let loose inside the Barracks and that anyhow 
she (Mamie) must go now because of Herbert’s half-day’s 
leave, so she may just as well walk down to the gate and see 
the woman safely off the premises. 

It is now half -past eleven and only four parcels have been 
opened. I explain this to Tony and suggest that he should 
leave me to get on with my task in peace. 

Tony says, "What? You don’t mean to say you’ve got 
to do all those parcels yourself? You’ll be here all day . . . 
hold on a minute and I’ll get Symes.” 

I enquire who Symes is, but Tony has vanished. 

He returns a few moments later with a tall young man in 
battle-dress, whom he delivers over into my keeping* with 
a few words of explanation. " This is Symes,” says Tony, 
" I’ve got to go now, or I would give you a hand myself, 
but 111 lend you Symes. He’s my batman and driver and a 
most useful chap. . . . Youll give Mrs. Christie a hand, 
won’t you, Symes? . . . That’s right . . . Symes will see you 
through.” 

Having been used to regular soldiers I feel a little 
doubtful whether Sjanes — for all his apparent keenness — 
will be of much service to me, but after a few moments’ 
conversation I discover that in private life Symes works in 
the packing room in a large London store. I immediately 
take advantage of his superior experience and invfte him to 
organise the proceedings. He orgq^iises them rapidly and 
efficiently. ‘'You want method,” he says. "You want 
everything set out in its proper place before you begin. 
You want the table cleared . . . I’ll put it over here because 
the light’s better . . . you sit here, Miss . . . that’s right. 
You can enter up the ledgers and write the receipts. Ill 
open the parcels and count the garments.” 

In half no time the table is cleared and the ledgers are 
open, and the receipt forms are in a neat pile close to my 
hand. 

We work away cheerfully— what a comfort it is to work 
with someone who knows how to work— I have time to 
glance up occasionally and see his hands flying, such 
dexterous hands they are. The parcels are opened, the 
garments sorted out into piles, and the wool which we 
despatch to working parties is divided up and parcelled with 
incredible neatness and rapidity, S 3 nnes and I are close 
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friends by the time the job is finished. Symes has heard all 
and 'Sff&t'B. EUtd '!B6tt3r> stBd X li6£iTd. a.11 a-boiit 

Ivmes? girl sold stockings at Marshall and 

ffilgrovl% bS who joined the Wrens at the outbreak o 
war and is now a telephonist at Portsmouth. 

‘'Hefname is Miss Ebb-Miss Gertie Ebb ” W &yme» 
gravely. “ Perhaps you would like to see her 
nroduces a small photograph from his pocket, and I look at 
it with interest. Miss Gertie Ebb is a very nice lookmt, 

young woman with a pleasant open face, 

“ Pretty, isn’t she?” says Symes, looking at it ^ ^htctnely . 
“ Doesn’t do her justice, this doesn’t— she’s got a lovely skin 
and lovely big brown eyes.” , . , „ , 

I congratulate him warmly upon his good fortune. ^ 

“ Yes,” says Symes, “ and it isn’t only her looks. She b 
a Uttle bit of aU right, Gertie is. Glever and smart . . . 

and yet not too smart, you know.” , , , 

When Tony returns to collect his batman, he looks round 
approvingly and says, “ Good work! I thought Symes would 
see you through. You can have him for an hour every 
Wednesday morning if you like.” 

I accept this noble offer with alacrity. 


THUI^DAY, 14TH MARCH 

Betty is doing her “prep.” As a rule she races through 
this unpalatable duty and demands a game of snakes and 
ladders before going to bed, but to-night she Is deeply 
engrossed in her work. Her head is bent so low that her 
curls are falling over the exercise book; her feet are twisted 
round the legs of the chair. After some time Betty sighs 
deeply and looks up, “Mummy, did you like nessies when 
you were a little girl?” she enquires. 

“ Nessies?” I repeat m dubious tones. 

“ I like them,” says* Betty, nodding. “ I like them awfully.” 

“ I don’t think I ever had them.” 

“ I like them better than sums or French or spelling. I 
don’t like spelling at all.” 

“ I know, but you must learn it.” 

“Nessies are rather fun,” says Betty, smiling to herself. 

" What are they, Betty?” 

“Just nessies,” replies Betty. "Well, they’re sort of 
stories, really. Miss Clark gives them to us. She said to-day, 
“ write a nessy on My Fav'rite Game,” so I’m doing it. Betty 
giggles and adds, “D’you know what Jane said when Miss 
Clark said that? Jane said, ‘But I don’t know what your 
fav’rite game is, Miss Clark !’ Wasn’t Jane silly ?” 

“She was rather,” I agree, hiding a smile, for Jane 
Carter is very like her mother and seems to have inherited 
her mother’s sheep-like nature. In addition, Betty— the 


little wretcli — has copied Jane’s bleating tones with, amazing 
success, and this is an entirely new- accomplishment. 

“Yes/’ says Betty, a trifle smugly, ^‘yes, Jane is silly. Of' 
course I knew what Miss Clark meant when she said that. 
She meant we were to write nessies on our fav’rite games ” 

Nessy is such a delightful word that I am loath to correct 
Betty’s mistake, but I realise that it would be the act. of a 
foolish doting mother if I allowed, her to continue in error. 
I. .explain it to .her carefuiiy. , . ' ■ " 

“Oh I” says Betty, wrinkling her brows, “.Oh, I see. Til 
have to remember that or the others would laugh. It’s an 
essy and not a nessy ... I don’t think it’s nearly so nice.” 

I agree that it is not, and add a request that she will 
refrain from sucking her pencil. 

“ Teddy ahoays sucks it,” replies Betty quickly. “His' 
mouth is black all round whenever we have sums— and it 
hasn’t poisoned him yet.” 

“ You are not to suck yours,” I declare firmly. 

“It helps me to think- ...... and I’ve .got to think hard 

because it’s got to be a whole page, you see. Would you 
like to read it ?” 

This is what I have been longing to do for the last ten 
minutes, so I stretch out ray hand for the “ nessy ” without 
more ado. . 


MY FAV’RITE GAME 

My fav’rite gave issunt a game at all reeliy. Its playing 
with my bruther. I dont mind what it is. I dont mind being 
a liorce or a wllcle beast. YVhen I am a tiga I hide in the 
bushes ajid lie storks, me. - He can' shute me two. .1 don’t like 
being a bosh, but I can bare it if he lets me play. I can clime 
trees two. I can clime as hie as Biwan neerly. Well I can 
clime as hie as Atha ennyhov/. Itafmaw fun playing with 
boys even if there ruff. Girls dont haiPe to mind it if they 
m^ant to play with boys and I do. Well thats my favrite 
■game.- . , , 

“ D’you like it ?” enquires the author eagerly. “ D’you 
think it’s a good nessy ? Is the spelling right ? I wrote it 
three times so as to get it neat. You see Miss Clark said 
the best nessy— I mean essy— would get a prize and I thinlz 
it’s a little pig that you blow out and it dies squeaking— a 
sort of tiny wee bailon-thing— I saw it on her desk. D’you 
think she’ll think mine’s the best ?” 

These questions are Impossible to answer, for I have no 
idea of the standard to which Betty’s form has attained. I 
am aware that my child is backward for her age, for this 
unpleasant fact has bean presented to my notice by all her 
teachers. It is true that we have moved about from place 
to place in our endeavour to follow the drum, and Betty’s 


PART I: PEBRUARY-MARCH, 1940 85 

education has suffered accordingly, but this is not the only 
reason for her backwardness ; most of her reports point 
out that “Betty could do better if she tried,” and that 
“Betty should pay more attention”; and one report 
lamented somewhat fretfully, “ Betty does not seem able to 
sit still 

'*DYou like it?'' enquires Betty again. 

''Yes, I like it very much, but of course I don't know 
whether Miss Clark will like it." 

. "No," agrees Betty. ■ 

"The writing isn't very good, is it? You can write 
better than that.” 

"But not when I'm thinking,” replies Betty promptly. 

"The spelling isn't very good either.” 

"Oh, dear !” says Betty, shaking her head. "Oh, dear, 
that's a pity. I s’pose it wouldn't be fair if you told me, 
would it ?” 

"Not if it is for a prize.” 

" No,” says Betty, shaking her head again, " no, it 
wouldn’t, really. It wouldn’t be fair. It wouldn’t be fair 
even if you just said which of the words were wrong and I 
could have another try at them, I s'pose ?" 

" No, I'm afraid not.” 

"Oh, well, we'll just have to leave it ... I wonder what 
Jane will write about. I believe she’ll write about dolls. 
You couldn't ring up Mr. Carter and ask, could you ?” 

" No, I don't think I could.” 

"No,” says Betty sadly. "No . . . well, I s'pose I'll just 
have to wait. I hate waiting, don't you ?” 

"Yes, but it's good for us to have to wait for things, 
sometimes.” 

"It isn't good for me,” says Betty firmly. "I mean I 
don't s'pose I'll sleep all night wond'ring, about it.” 

Fortunately for my peace of mind I am aware that this 
is an , empty threat, a5|d that my daughter -will fall asleep 
the moment her haad ’touches the pillow, and will not stir 
until Annie wakens her in the morning. 


MONDAY, 18TH ' MARCH , 

A letter arrives from my old friend Mrs. Loudon saying 
that her son, Guthrie, is in hospital at Donford and will I 
go and see him and report upon his condition. She is in 
bed with a bad attack of lumbago and can't move hand or 
foot. I immediately put on' my’ hat .and coat and walk down 
to the hospital, and, after some little trouble occasioned by 
red tape, I am ushered into a, small ward, where I discover 
Guthrie, in bed. ■ He' welcomes ■ me with cries of .'delight 
which allay my anxiety a good deal. The nurse, who is 
red-haired and extremely pretty,. ■ places a chair ' for me, 
warns Guthrie not to get too .excited, and .goes away. 
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Gutlirie says Ills wounds are Eothing—a bullet through 
his leg amd a splinter In Ms hand— and he will soon foe as 
at as a fiddle* He seems in excellent form and gives me a 
spirited account of the naval action in which he received 
Ms injuries* was great!*' says Guthrie with shining 
eyes* ''Gosh, it was the most exciting thing that ever 
happened.” 

''Were you frightened?” I enquire— for Guthrie and I 
are old and well-tried friends, and I can ask him anything 
“Ho-o” says Guthrie thoughtfully* "No, Hester, 1 
wasn't exactly frightened . . . but I tell you this : it was 
a most awfully queer feeling when I gave the order to open 
fire. Somehow it seemed all wrong to fire at a real live ship 
with men abroad* It seemed a perfectly frightful thing to 
do* I'm sure the gun crews felt the same. I was standing 
an the deck and they looked round at me* . . I Just said 
‘Carry on.' Once we began to get some of their stuff 
dropping round us, the chaps settled down to it and did 
simply splendidly. There was no trouble, you know* It 
was just a feeling we had — 

" But, Giithrie . * . I begin* 

" Yes ” says Guthrie, smiling. '' Yes, I know what you're 
going to say. You're going to say it was a natural feeling, 
a right and proper feeling. So it was, really, but we jolly 
well had to get over it,” 

"It seems so awful, Guthrie,” 

"All war is awful,” says Guthrie. "It’s a wrong and 
horrible thing, war is, but we don't need to worry about 
the rights and wrongs of war. We tried our best for peace. 
We tried for peace to the absolute limit of honour . . . but 
you can't have peace when a pack of ravening wolves gets 
loose . . . let's talk about Avieiochan*'* 

I am delighted to talk about Avieiochan for Betty and I 
spent a holiday there with Guthrie. and his mother, and 
enjoyed ourselves enormously, so I igree at once, and we 
talk about it. Guthrie says, " D'you refiiember the day we 
walked over to the laundry and got lost in the woods? 
What a lovely day it was ! I often think of that day when 
I'm watch keeping,” and I reply that I remember it well, 
and return the ball by reminding Guthrie of the picnic at 
Loch Darroch when he saw the ghost. 

As we talk the peaceful atmosphere of Avieiochan seems 
to fill the bare hospital room, and once more I seem to see 
the upstanding hills, the placid lochs with the pine trees 
reflected in their bosoms, and I seem to feel the cool sweep 
of the hill wind, and to breathe the clear sparkling air. 

Presently, Guthrie asks me if I will write to his mother 
for . him; because his hand is swathed in bandages and he is 
unable to write himself, so I find a piece of paper and a 
pencil and prepare to take down his words. 

"Oh, dash it I” says Guthrie, "X can't dictate a letter. 
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Just tell her I'm all right—you know the sort of thing— 
ask her how her lumbago is getting on. Tell her not to 
come' here-— she's a lot' safer at.. Avielochan— and Hi come ' 
there :' when Pm better. ' Tell her I shall probably get a 
fortnight's leave, and I want her to ask Hester Christie to 
come too." 

I shake my head at this and inform Guthrie that it is 
quite impossible for Hester Christie to desert her post. 

Well, tell her, anyway," says Guthrie, smiling. 

I am most unwiiling to convey the message, for I know 
that Mrs, Loudon will do all she can to persuade me to 
fall in with Guthrie's wishes (she holds a strange and quite 
erroneous theory that I am '‘good for Guthrie") and I 
know, also, that Mrs. Loudon usually manages to get her 
own way, for she has an extremely forceful personality. 

But why not ?" enquires Guthrie in a wheedling tone. 
" It would be lovely— just like old times — we could fish all 
day long." 

‘‘No, Guthrie." 

" Yes, Hester . , . think how nice it would be for Betty ! 
It would do Betty all the good in the world. We could 
have some more picnics; we could walk on the moors. 

, Please,; Hester.” 

I reply, with all the firmness at my command, that I 
have certain duties to perform. They may not be specta- 
cular, but they are my small contribution to our war 
efiort . . . and Betty must be educated . . . 

Guthrie says : “ Why must she be educated ? I hate well- 
educated women, they are always boring." 

As I have started the day by visiting the sick I decide 
to continue in my good works by dropping in to see Grace,' 
and taking her a novel from the library. Grace looks 
comfortable and hapra. I am not surprised at her air of 
well-being, for, on loclj:ing back at my own experience, it 
seems to me that the happiest and most comfortable times 
in my own life were after my own babies arrived. One feels 
one has done a good job of work to the best of one's ability, 
and one glories in the rest and the attention and in all the 
kindness and consideration. There one lies, a luxurious 
prisoner, in an atmosphere of cosy comfort which nothing 
is allowed to disturb. 

Grace's prison smells faintly of milk, and of warm 
fiannel, and the smell arouses memories and longings in mj 
breast. The babies are quite adorable now, they have 
improved tremendously, though it is only-,,ja;^.mge&<^nce I 
saw them last. I declare that Grace- 
she laughs and agrees. 

The babies are now removed, down 
Grace informs me that she hjSs^Wmned tremendous 
in Jack's family by presentini.JiC|^ith two. male representl- 
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atives at one blow. Jack's elder brother has three daughters, 
so, Ian and Alec are the first grandsons, and costly pre- 
sents have been arriving for them by every post. This is 
all the more satisfactory because Jack’s parents have' never 
liked Grace,; and' on several occasions (to my certain know- 
ledge) they have been distinctly unpleasant to her. Grace 
says that of course her sister-in-law will dislike her more 
than ever, but that doesn’t matter. Indeed, far from 
depressing Grace, the thought of her sister-in-law’s added 
dislike seems to give her a good deal of satisfaction. Grace 
is almost smug, and, because I am really very fond of her, 
I endeavour to bring her to a better frame of mind. 

She smiles at me and says, “ Darling, I know I’m hateful 
and I don’t deserve my good fortune, but I can’t help 
enjoying it.” 

“But, of course, you should enjoy it !” I cry, 

“Yes,” says Grace, nodding. “I should enjoy it, but you 
think I shouldn’t enjoy it so blatantly. Well, you may be 
right, but I can’t help it.” She looks thoughtful for a 
moment and then continues, Good things come in waves. 
This is one of the times when everything goes right , . , 
then there are times when everything goes wrong. That’s 
my experience of life.” 

It is mine too, and I murmur agreement. 

“If I were to go to Monte just now,” says Grace raising 
herself on her elbow in her excitement, “ If I were to go to 
Monte (only I don’t suppose the place is open) I should 
break the bank with the greatest of ease.” 

I assure her that I believe her. 

“ Of course you do, darling, because you’ve had the same 
feeling — the feeling that nothing can possibly go wrong, 
you’ve had it, haven’t you ?” 

“Yes, I have.” 

Grace sighs. “ It is a pity I can’t ffo to Monte,” she says 
regretfully. “Nurse has put ten bw on ‘Thunderer’ for 
me, and I’ve taken a ticket in a raffle alf the Church Bazaar, 
but I feel I ought to make more use of my luck while it’s 
in.” 

I agree that she should. 

“It isn’t only things that are turning out luckily,” con- 
tinues Grace somewhat vaguely. “ It’s people, too. Everyone 
is so nice. Even Mrs. Benson seems a pleasant sort of 
person.” 

“Mrs. Benson!” I exclaimed. 

“Yes,” says Grace. “She came in yesterday and admired 
the boys and brought them each a pair of woolly boots 
which she had made herself . , . the woman was really quite 
human.” 

Somehow or other I don’t like this at all. It doesn’t ring 
true. I remembered the Latin tag about the Greeks bearing 
gifts and murmur “Timeo Danaos et dona ferentes” at 
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wMcIi Grace, whO'''h had the benefit of a classicar educa- 
tion, raises herself OH' her pillows and gazes at me. ■ “ My 
dear, I thought. yoU' doted on the woman!” she exclaims 
with quite unjustifiable exaggeration. 

Doted on her!” I echo in annoyance. “Who said I 
doted : on her?” 

“Well, you have always stood up for her,” says Grace. 

“You have always said that she wasn’t really such a bad 
old stich- — ” , . , , 

: '“I was wrong.” 

“ What do you mean?” 

“ Just what I say,” I reply, groping for my gloves. “I 
was wrong about her. She is a bad old stick. You had 
better be careful of her.” 

“What has she done?” cries Grace. “You can’t go now 
without explaining. You have spent hours beseeching me 
to be nice to her and now, when I feel that I can be nice 
to her, you swing round and warn me against her like a 
Delphic Oracle or something . . . Hester, don’t go!” 

Fortunately Grace is in bed and can neither prevent my 
departure nor follow me. It is most important that I should 
go now— immediately—for I am aware that if I remain a 
moment longer, I shall blurt out the whole story of Mrs. 
Benson’s duplicity and the fat will be in the fire. Grace 
must never know . . . nobody must ever know . . . the whole 
affair must remain a secret, locked up for ever in my own 
breast. The secret is so leaden that I would give a good 
deal for a confidante, to whom it might safely foe revealed. 

I hasten away, deaf to all Grace’s appeals, blandishments 
and, threats. 
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MONDAY, 1ST APRIL 

■ GOOD RESOLUTIONS anent keeping a diary already broken 
as I find I have written nothing for a fortnight. Easter has 
come and gone, but as it is so early this year the children's 
holidays do not start until to-morrow. Have had several 
letters from Tim, and from what he says there seems to be 
very little fighting — except in the air — and, thank heaven, 
very few casualties. Have decided not to mention the war 
in my diary — or at least only to mention it as it affects me. 
Diary is to be an escape from war (if possible). Domestic, 
affairs much smoother now. Mrs. Fraser as settling down 
and is not nearly so alarming, and she and Annie seem to be 
getting on better. . . . Have been obliged to speak to them 
about the kitchen wireless, which has been blaring at full 
pitch from early morning to late at night. Remonstrances 
taken very well and immediate improvement noticeable.. 
Have made up my mind that I must keep the household up 
to the mark while Tim is away— I am too apt to let things 
get slack. This will not do at all, and even though I don't 
care what I eat, and would rather bear small deficiencies 
than complain about them, I must insist upon everything 
being properly done ... it will be easier in the holidays 
because Bryan will be here and he enjoys good food. 


WEDNESDAY, 3RD APRIL 

Bryan returns home for his Easter holidays. He seems 
somewhat subdued, is unnaturally polite and replies to all 
Questions in monosyllables. Peel worried about the child 
and ask him whether h'^ is feeling quite well. He replies in 
the affirmative. Ask<»him whether he is tired and would like 
to spend the day in bed. He replies in the negative. During 
the day Bryan's good manners wear off a little and he 
becomes more like himself. He makes friends with the boy 
next door and invites him to come and play in the small 
burn which flows through the back part of the garden. 
They play there the whole afternoon and Bryan comes in to 
supper extremely wet and dirty. He announces, at supper, 
that this garden is much better fun than the garden at 
Biddington — it is smaller of course, but there are better trees 
in it and the burn is simply marvellous. 

Personally I have always thought the bum somewhat 
uninteresting, it is a small trickle of water flowing between 
banks about three feet high. ' 'Betty shares my opinton of 
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it ; she says, But, Bryau, it's a rotten little burn, you can't 
sail boats in it or anything. It's too shallow to be any 
fun.” 

Bryan does not reply, and I am Just congratulating 
myself upon having the. burn— which will keep Bryan happy 
during the holiday — -when Annie comes in and says, Please 
■Ma'am, ' Will you ^ come. There's water pouring under the 
back door and the kitchen’s ankle deep!” 

I look at Bryan and, noting his expression of guilty 
dismay, realise immediately that he is the author of the 
hood. 

By this time it is dark and cloudy. I rush into the hall, 
seize my waterproof, my Wellington boots, a torch and a 
spade. 

Bryan says: ''Can I come? I want to see if my boat’s all 
right.” 

I reply sternly: " Come? Of course you must come. Hurry 
up and get ready.” 

Bryan and I sally forth together. It is so dark that I 
can see nothing, but I am aware that a stream of water is 
flowing along the path to the back door. Bryan keeps close 
to my side; he says, " I am sorry, I meant to be so good . . . 
With Dad away and everything.” 

Feel my heart melting within me, but make no reply. 

Just as we reach the bank of the stream the clouds part 
and a beam of moonlight shines forth. It shines on to a 
large pool of water v/hich stretches from bank to bank, a 
pool which brims to the lip of Bryan’s dam and ripples 
gently in the breeze. 

"Oh!” exclaims Bryan in amazed admiration of his 
handiwork, "Oh, golly, what a dam!” 

It is indeed a masterpiece of engineering, and despite 
my annoyance and vexation I cannot but admire it. The 
water in the pool is not rising now but remaining at the 
same level; Bryan points this out^and explains that it is 
because he made an overflow. "You^ee I built it exactly 
like it said in my book,” says Bryan gravely. " I made the 
overflow . . . and the dam itself is convex so the strain is 
taken by the banks. Arthur wanted to make It concave, 
but I' was right”: . 

I feel that Bryan is getting too pleased with himself, so 
I point out as sternly as possible that it was a very silly 
thing to do, and has occasioned a great deal of trouble for 
everyone. 

Bryan agrees remorsefully, " Yes,” he says. " Oh, yes. . . 
but I never thought it would fill up so quickly— neither did 
Arthur--"We thought it would take all night.” He heaves a 
sigh and adds, " Well have to bust it, I suppose.” 

Most certainly we shall have to bust it, and the sooner 
it is busted the better. I hand Bryan the spade and he 
prepares himself for his task. " I had better let it out gradu- 
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ally, hadn't I ?" he says, I mean we don't want it to rush 
■down and do some damage below.” 

: This seems a sensible suggestion ■ and' I agree to' it,: :bufe' 
Bilan's efforts to “let it out gradually” are doomed to 
failure. He makes a small opening with his spade and the 
imprisoned water does the rest; it- pours like' torrent: 
through the gap, widening it, deepening it, sweeping away 
rocks and stones and tightly packed turves in its mad rush 
to be free. 

There is nothing to be done, nothing that we could do 
would stop it; we stand there silent and somewhat awed. 
In a few moments the brimming pool has vanished and in 
its place is the usual narrow turgid stream of water flowing 
over its usual stony bed. 

We walk back to the house-still without speaking— I 
have no intention of punishing Bryan for his deed. He 
knows that he has been foolish and that is punishment 
enough. 

As we reach the kitchen door — ^the step of which is 
covered with a thin layer of mud— Bryan heaves a sigh. 
“I wish Edgeburton could have seen it” says Bryan 
regretfully. 


SATURDAY, 6TH APRIL ' 

Return home to lunch somewhat jaded after a morning's 
shopping and am met at the door by Annie who says that 
the young lady has arrived, and she is unpacking, and was 
it aU right to put on a fire in the spare room because it felt 
a bit dampish. 

I enquire in bewilderment, “ What young lady?” 

Annie replies, “ She said you expected her. I thought 
perhaps you’d forgotten to tell me, ...I didn’t know what 
to. do.” 


I enquire again— this time in some irritation—* What 
young lady, Annie?” 

Annie says, “It’s Miss Bradshaw ... and cook sent out 
for another cutlet and she’s making a chocolate pudding.” 

Words fail me. I make my v/ay upstairs and open the 
door of the spare room. As a rule this room is a bare, some- 
what austere apartment with a cold and slightly fusty 
smell, but Annie’s fire has cheered it up and my guest’s 
clothes, strewn all over the chairs and bed, give it a friendly 
air. There are silver brushes on the dressing-table and tissue 
paper all over the floor and, kneeling before an open trunk, 
is my guest herself — & large fair young woman, with golden 
curls and a peachy complexion. She looks round as the door 
opens, and scattering paper in all directions, she rises and 
flings herself upon me with cries of delight. 

“Darling Mrs. Tim . . . how lovely this is!” 



MRS, TIM CARRIES ON 


I am so overcome witli astonishment that I murmur 
feeMsr, “Oh^ Pinkie , . , how you’ve grown!” 

know” says Pinkie, shaking her head. know . . , 
lt*s simply frightful. I don’t suppose you would Jcnouo me, 
would you? Nobody does know me. Of course I’m far too 
foig all over,” declares Pinkie, stroking herself all over at 
the words. I know I am . , . and of course I ought to diet 
* . . hut I simply can’t.” She hugs me again, and then con- 
tinues: ” You didn’t expect me to write, did you? You knew 
rd come, didn’t you? I can’t tell you how excited I was when 
I got your letter. I would have come right away but I’d 
promised to stay and help with a beastly bazaar ... so I 
had to. I came as soon as ever I could.” 

I reply, somewhat breathlessly, that if she had let me 
know the date of her arrival I would have had the room 
prepared and could have met her at the station, but Pinkie 
brushes all this aside and declares that it didn’t matter the 
least bit in the world. ** Annie was sweet to me,” says 
Pinkie, ** she had the fire going in no time— though I told 
her I didn’t need a fire— and I got a taxi at the station, it 
was the oldest taxi in the world and it chugged along exactly 
like a steam roller. Oh, dear, how lovely it is to see you 
again! You haven’t changed a bit, not the tiniest little 
, scrap . • 

It is quite impossible to be annoyed with Pinkie— or at 
least to be annoyed with her for more than a few seconds— 
my annoyance has vanished into thin air and I am able to 
welcome her warmly and sincerely and to enquire after all 
her relations. 

Pinkie says, “Well, I haven’t seen Aunt Elinor for more 
than a month but I expect she’s all right . . . and Father 
may be coming home from India. I haven’t seen Mm for 
two years. He took me to the school in Paris and left me 
there ... I expect he’ll get a bit of a shock when he sees 
me again, I loved being in Paris I didn’t want to come 
home, but it’s quite fun being grown ^p. Seventeen really 
is grown-up, isn’t it? It’s about ten years older than sixteen 
... I felt quite different the moment I was seventeen, wasn’t 
that odd? . , . I suppose you think I’m simply enormous?” 

I reply hastily that she is by no means enormous, but 
that she used to be so small, hence my surprise, and looking 
at her more carefully I perceive that her figure— though 
somewhat exuberant for present day fashions— is beautifully 
proportioned. I take in at a glance her skin, her teeth, her 
hair, her finely-chiselled features, and decide that she is 
without fiaw, a veritable goddess . . . only her eyes are 
human, they are gentian blue, kind and friendly and trustful, 

“ Pinkie,” I say sternly, ■ “ Pinkie, what’s all this about 
being enormous ? You know quite well that you’re an ex- 
ceedingly attractive young woman.” 

**Oh, well!” says Pinkie, blushing to the roots of her 



liair. ''Oh, well, of course . . * I mean you can’t help 
knowing when people like you . ; . and it’s fun, really, in 
a way. But I’d give anything,” says Pinkie earnestly, I 
really would give anything to he small and slim, with dark 
hair and brown eyes.” ■ 


'MONDAY, 8TH APRIL ' 

I receive quite a sheaf of letters this morning. Tim’s 
letter has priority over the others and I open it eagerly. 
It is a short letter and contains little news. He says they 
are digging like beavers and making everything nice for 
Brother Bosche. The men are suffering from blistered hands 
so will I send out all the gloves available from the "Comforts 
Fund.” There are a good many Jerry planes about, but they 
don’t do much harm. 

There is also a letter from Mrs. Loudon saying that her 
lumbago is better and she wants to come and see Guthrie, 
Can I find her lodgings in Donford? She adds in a postscript, 
" You needn’t think you have to ask me to stay with you 
for I wouldn’t dream of it.” 

This is so like Mrs. Loudon that I have to laugh. 

Betty asks why I am laughing and I reply that Mrs. 
Loudon is coming to Donford. 

Betty says, "Oh, let’s go and stay with her instead. It 
would be much nicer. Bryan can come too . , , Bryan would 
love it, wouldn’t you, Bryan?” 

Bryan agrees that he would. 

I point out that we have not been asked to stay at 
Avielochan and that Mrs. Loudon is coming on purpose to 
see Guthrie, 

Betty says, "What a pity!” in a disappointed tone. 

As I am aware that Mrs, Loudon always says exactly 
what she means, and tiiat if she has made up her mind to 
refuse my hospitality nothing less than a seventy horse- 
power tractor will move her to change it, I sally forth to 
find rooms for her in the town. It is not an easy task, for 
the town is full of " evacuees ” and soldiers’ relations, and I 
trail from house to house without success. Some of the 
houses look clean and comfortable, but have no rooms to 
let, others have rooms to let but are dirty and unkempt. At 
one house, which seems suitable, and has a couple of pleasant 
rooms vacant, I am informed that "the lodger would need 
to get her ov/n breakfast,” at another there is only one bath- 
room and the hot water is strictly rationed, and at a third 
I am interviewed and turned away by a peroxide blonde who 
says that she prefers gentlemen. 

At first these adventures are somewhat amusing, but 
after a little they become far otherwise. It is late in the 
day before I succeed in finding a bedroom and sitting-room 
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wliich I thtok will suit Mrs. Loudon’s recluirements. The 
liouse seems clean and comfortable and the landlady amiable 
snd willing to please. She informs me that she does not 
take lodgers, she has never had to do such a thing—'* never 
thought on it”— but she is willing to oblige by offering 
hospitality to a paying guest. To Mrs. Macphail the differ- 
ence is of immense importance. She assures me that Mr. 
Macphail would turn in his grave if she were to take a 
lodger, but apparently he will continue to rest in peace if 
she takes a paying guest, I promise to write to Mrs. Loudon 
and make the point perfectly clear. 

" She’s an old lady, you said?” enquires Mrs. Macphail. 

I have not said so, for it would never occur to me to 
call Mrs. Loudon an old lady. To me an old lady conjures 
up the vision of a placid plumpish lady dressed in rustling 
silk with a large cameo brooch upon her bosom and a white 
shawl over her shoulders. An old lady sitting by the fire 
with her feet on a cross-stitch footstool, talking about ** the 
old days ” in a tiny threadlike quavery voice. 

"Well, she isn’t young,” I reply, somewhat doubtfully. 

"Shell not have Breedge Parties and burn the elec- 
treecity?” enquires Mrs. Macphail anxiously. 

" No, Fm certain she won’t do that.” 

" And she’ll not smoke in bed?” 

"No, I can promise that,” 

" Och, well,” says Mrs. Macphail, and the thing is settled. 

I engage the rooms provisionally for a week and send o:^ 
a wire to Mrs. Loudon. 


TUESDAY, 9TH APRIL 

As I have been bidden to dine with the MacDougalls 
to-night and have accepted the invitation I ring up Grace 
and explain that I have a guest. GrSice says, " Bring her too 
and 111 get the balloon-man, he was^^rather sweet. As a 
matter of fact he was a professor at the University before he 
went into the balloons.” 

I enquire whether she is sure it will not be too many, 
but Grace assures me that she is in tremendous form and 
Is looking forward to the party with keen anticipation. 
" Nurse has gone,” says Grace, " Of course she was a perfect 
gem but — well— I don’t mind telling you I feel like a 
person who has just come out of jail. . . . Yes, I do know 
how they feel because I feel like it, you see . . . and Jack 
feels like It too. We’re going to have fiisz to drink the boys’ 
healths and Jack says if it were not for the black-out we 
would have fireworks . . , Yes, we’re both on top of the 
world.” • 

■ ' We arrive at the party rather late because Pinkie has 
taken such a long time to- dress, but I am bound to admit 
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the result of her efforts is exceedingly pleasing. Her gown 
is made of soft white crepe and moulds her figure like a 
:Sheath, and there is' 'a wreath of shining green leaves in her 
hair. As she follows me into Grace's drawing-room there 
Is a sudden hush — a tribute to her loveliness— and I go 
forward to shake hands, feeling like the duck who hatched 
out a swan. Bill, who is standing at the fireplace drinking 
a cocktail, looks round and sees us. His face goes the colour 
of a tomato, and his glass falls from his nerveless fingers 
and crashes on to the tiles. 

Jack says, '' Leave it . . , doesn’t matter a bit . . . Wool- 
worth’s . . . quite all right, Bill,” 

Meanwhile Grace, who is always at her best as a hostess, 
is vrelcoming us cordially and making the introductions. 
Miss Browne Winters, Captain Ledgard and Captain Baker 
complete the party. Miss B. W. looks even more peculiar 
than before. Her hair is cut in Egyptian fashion with a 
straight fringe, and her clothing is composed of tightly 
swathed scarves. 

Grace says dinner is ready and we’ll go in ; as we troop 
through the hall, she seizes my arm and says, "Where did 
you find Brunhilda ? She’s gorgeous 1” but there is no time 
to reply. 

Dinner is an enjoyable meal. The food is excellent— as 
it always is in Grace’s house— for Grace despite her some- 
what slap-dash manner is a very good housekeeper. Every- 
one is talking about the German invasion of Norway and 
Denmark and of our promise to help the Norwegians. Jack 
Macdougall declares that it is the best thing that could 
have happened and that Hitler has overshot himself com- 
pletely, but Captain Baker is not nearly so optimistic and 
seems to have a much higher opinion of the enemy’s 
strength. He was in Germany for a few weeks last summer 
before the war started and assures us that Hitler has 
everything planned^ to the last button and will stop at 
nothing to attain his ends. 

Jack says : “What are his ends ?” 

Captain Baker replies : " World domination. Any one 
who reads Mein Eampf must realise thatJ^ 

1 am finding the conversation most interesting and am 
annoyed when Miss Browne Winters puts an end to it by 
saying in a loud voice that it makes her feel quite ill when 
people talk about the war. Jack enquires (quite reasonably, 
I think) what she likes to talk about, to which Miss Browne 
Winters replies that there are many subjects upon which 
civilised people can exchange ideas with profit to themselves 
and each other. This pronouncement produces an alarm- 
ing silence — for my part I am racking my brains in, the 
endeavour to find a subject which will attain the high 
standard demanded by my fellow guest — the silence is 
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broken' by-Mnkie who remarks suddenly and ecstatically, 
do love chocolate ice pudding P* This releases 
everyone from constraint and the situation is saved. 
Captain Baker, who is sitting on my left, is an exceed- 
ingly pleasant person. He tells me that he was at school 
with Tim and had a great admiration for Tim*s prowess in 
the cricket held. They lost sight of each other when Tim 
went to Sandhurst ... I am quite sorry when Grace gives 
the signal for the females to withdraw as I am aware that 
I shall never hear the end of a most exciting innings in 
which Tim and Captain Baker piled up an immense score 
and saved the school from defeat. 

Conversation in the drawing-room is of an entirely 
different order and is conducted by Miss Browne Winters 
with an occasional remark from Grace. Pinkie and I are 
obliged to listen — or at least to pretend to listen — to a long 
dissertation upon Roman Law— a subject with which Miss 
Browne Winters has made herself familiar. I can see Pinkie 
struggling with yawns and am immediately assailed with 
the infection. Fortunately our male companions do not 
tarry very long, they come in laughing and talking cheer- 
fully. Jack produces a card table and enquires if any one 
would like some contract, and, after a good deal of dis- 
cussion, ha and Captain Baker, Miss Browne Winters and 
Captain Ledgard sit down to play. Bill manoeuvres Pinkie 
on the sofa at the other end of the room, and Grace and 
I are left to talk by the fire. 

Grace enquires in a whisper who the girl is, and where 
I met her and adds that Bill is an extremely eligible young 
man. His father has a big place in the Midlands and a flat 
in London and his mother is one of the Winkles of Wersh. 
Grace is a born matchmaker and is never happy unless she 
is pairing people off, but I am not so reckless; I explain— 
also in a whisper— that Pinkie is a'^mere babe and that I 
am responsible for her, and add that''! do not want any 
complications to arise while she is my charge, 

Grace says that is nonsense, they make a splendid couple 
and for her part she intends to encourage them as much as 
she can. Bill is a darling, but he needs a steadying influence* 
and marriage— to the right sort of girl— would be the 
making of him. She adds that it is high time we left of! 
calling him *'the child.’" She then lowers her voice still 
further and asks what I think of Ermyntrude. 

I reply that I do not know any one of that name, 

Grace glances in the direction of the bridge table and 
nods meaningly. 

I realise that Ermyntrude must be the name which was 
given to Miss Browne Winters by her godfathers and god- 
mothers at her baptism, and reflect that for once they have 
chosen well. The name suits her admirably— or she suits 
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the name— and indeed it seems to me that I might haye 
gnessed her name if I had given thought to the matter* 

“ What do you think of her enquires Grace again, 

I murmur that she strikes me as being “ very intense,” 
Exactly,” says Grace nodding. “ She's extremely clever 
•and ambitious and her views about life are most unusual 
In fact she is the very person for Tom Ledgard.” 

Do you think so ?” I ask in amazement. 

“ Yes,” says Grace. “ Yes, I do. Don't you ?” 

I point out that Captain Ledgard is rather stupid, has 
no views of any kind and (as far as I know) no ambition 
beyond having as good a time as he can afford, 

Grace says, '‘Ermyntrude will change all that.” 

I reflect, not for the first time, that Grace is an optimist. 
The two young people come over near the fire, and we 
make room for them. Pinkie says she was cold. Bill enquires 
anxiously whether he shall fetch her a shawl . • , or her 
fur coat ... or his own scarf, which is no farther away 
than the hall, but Pinkie says she isn't cold now, in fact 
she is quite warm. It was only the draught from the 
window. Bill asks if she is quite sure she has not caught a 
chin and suggests to Grace that Pinkie should be given a 
small glass of cherry brandy, or, failing that, a hot cup of 
tea, but Pinkie refuses all these offers quite firmly. Bill then 
insists on feeling her hand to see if she is really warm now, 
and holds it a good deal longer than is necessary. He is 
obviously head over heels in love, and the disease affects 
him like an over-indulgence in champagne. It is said that 
all the world loves a lover, but poor Bill must be an excep- 
tion to the rule. Bill is usually amusing without effort, hut 
to-night he makes an effort to shine and does not succeed 
(he is talking too much and laughing hilariously at his own 
jokes), I feel very sorry for Bill and wish that I could get 
him alone and tell him? to be quiet ; I wish I could put his 
head under a pump , , . Pinkie laughs at his jokes, for 
she is a kind-hearted creature, but I can see that she is not 
quite so amused as she would like to be . . . she is a trifie 
puzzled as to why she is not amused at Bill's efforts to 
entertain her. 

Suddenly I feel that I can bear it no longer, and I rise 
and say that we must go. Grace is horrified and declares 
that the night is young, but I adhere firmly to my decision. 


WEDNESDAY, lOTH APRIL ' 

I hurry through my housekeeping and go down to the 
Barracks. Find Stella Hardford there and explain that I 
have heard from Tim and the Battalion wants gloves. Stella 
is inclined to be difficult, and says that if gloves are required 
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they ishould have been indented for in the usual way. Take 
no notice of this but begin to search for gloves. 

Stella says, How do we know they really need gloves ?*’* 
I reply that we know they need gloves because Tim has 
said so. 

Stella says, ''I don’t feel that we can take the respon- 
sibility of sending them without a Committee Meeting.” 

This annoys me, and I reply that I am quite willing to 
assume all responsibility for sending gloves, and add that 
I am used to responsibility by now. 

She enquires what I mean, and I point out that since the 
'' Comforts Fund ” was started I have run the w^hole thing 
with very occasional help from herself and Mamie. 

Stella is somewhat taken aback— as people usually are 
when a worm turns — she says, ‘‘ Oh I . . . Oh, well . . . but 
you haven't anything else to do, have you ? I mean I 
thought you liked doing it.” 

I make no reply but continue my search, and Stella, after 
a moment’s hesitation, comes over and helps me. We turn 
out all the boxes but can only find thirty pairs. 

Symes now appears upon the scene and asks if I want 
him. I reply that I want him very badly, so he takes qE his 
coat and goes away to hang it up. While he is away Stella 
asks who he is, and where I found him and whether it is 
necessary to have him, to which I reply that he is Colonel 
Morley’s batman and I find his help invaluable. Symes is 
now ready for work so I inform him of our problem and he 
tackles it in his usual efficient manner. 

“ But we’ve plenty of mitts,” says Symes, and they’re 
just as good. Why, there must be nearly four hundred pairs 
in that cardboard box I packed last Wednesday.” 

He brings out the box and we count them and find that 
he is right. 

Am somewhat amused at the ‘*pi^y” between Symes and 
Stella. They dislike each other at fir^t sight and are up 
against each other at every turn. Stella orders Symes about 
as if he were a black slave, but Symes is a match for her, 
and, though perfectly respectful and polite, he gives her to 
understand that he takes his orders from me. We spend the 
morning packing a large box of gloves and mittens for 
dispatch to Prance. 

As we come away Stella asks if I have met that awful 
Browne Winters woman.” She thinks the woman is a witch. 
The mere sight of the woman gives Stella cold shivers up 
her spine. Do I think there is anything between the woman 
and Tom Ledgard, because if so he ought to be warned. 
We don’t want a woman like that in the Regiment. 

, Am exceedingly guarded in my replies to these questions, 
as I am aware that Stella is dangerous person in whom to 
"^'■■■nonfide:^' 
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The Fourth Battalion is encamped in a meadow near the 
sea on the outskirts of Donford, and, having been invited to 
tea by Tony Morley, Pinkie and I put on our best bibs and 
tuckers and set off in good time. We have decided to walk 
along the beach, because Pinkie says she does not get 
nearly enough exercise and adds that it is a nice day and 
the sea breezes will be good for us. 

The tide is out and the sands are brown and firm, they 
stretch for miles but their monotony is broken by masses 
of tumbled rocks. There is no living creature to be seen— 
except the graceful white seagulls— the sun is golden, the 
sea is incredibly blue and the little white frills of waves 
splash and ripple to our feet. A day like this is a gift from 
God— or so it seems to me— and it seems all the more 
precious when it comes at the end of a long, dark, dreary 
winter. I am thinking of this as we walk along in com- 
panionable silence, when Pinkie suddenly remarks that it"s 
glorious, isn’t it? . . . and do I mind if she goes mad? and, 
before I can reply to this somewhat alarming question, she 
takes a short run along the sands and turns three Catharine- 
Wheels without stopping. 

The spectacle of a large and beautifully dressed young 
lady turning Catharine-Wheels upon the sands is so pre- 
posterous that I am seized with sudden and uncontrollable 
laughter, and am obliged to sit down upon a convenient 
rock to recover myself. Pinkie returns and sits down too. 
She is in such magnificent fettle that she is breathing no 
faster than usual, nor has she a hair out of place. Her hat, 
a plate-shaped device of the latest fashion, is till resting 
upon her golden curls at the same angle as before — ^in fact 
the only sign of her recent activities is that her hands are 
covered with golden brewn sand. 

‘‘Aren’t I awful?”, she says, as she takes out her hand- 
kerchief and wipes them carefully. “ I know I’m awful, but 
I can’t help it really. A day like this gets into my bones 
and makes me quite mad ... I hope nobody sawJ^ 

“ Only the seagulls,” I reply in a trembling voice, 

“ Yes/’ says Pinkie, looking round, and they aren’t 
interested. I wonder why I feel like that. Do you think it’s 
because I’m not really properly grown up? Are you awfully 
fed-up with me?” 

Far from being “ fed-up,” I am astounded at her skill, and 
I compliment her upon her performance. 

Pinkie brightens at once and allows that she “isn’t half- 
bad at Catharine-Wheels,” but beseeches me not to mention 
it to any one. “You see, darling, it’s so childish,'* says 
Pinkie, looking at me with her wide dewy eyes. “ I mean 
it takes me all my time to be properly grown-up and keep 
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my eM'iiei witli people , and II they ever suspected that 
I wasnt properly grown-np Inside . • , well then ...” 

X assure her that I onderstaBcl, and add that I do not 
think there is any need to worry. Many people, far older 
than she is, have the same feeling*«-the feeling that they are 
not properly grown-up inside. 

** Yes,” says Pinkie gravely, ** but then they are properly 
grown-up outside, so -it doesn^t matter, you see. I mean 
they look absolutely grown-up. . . 

Tony Morley is waiting for us; he has provided an 
excellent tea in his comfortable hut, and has also provided 
a large pink subaltern to entertain Ms younger guest. 
Pinkie — as ever — allows herself to foe entertained with 
gratifying indulgence and the tea-party is a great success. 

I can see that Tony approves of his younger guest, but 
is not taken in by her assumption of sophistication. There 
is a latent twinkle in his eye as he looks at her and he 
treats her with -the marked respect and consideration due 
to a woman of advanced years. 

1 suppose you've known Hester for years?” he enquires 
as he hands her the scones. 

” Years and years,” agrees Pinkie, as she selects the largest. 
” It was at Hythe that we first met—that was before I went 
to France, of course.” 

** You know Prance well?” Tony enquires. 

“Paris,” says Pinkie. “I love Paris. It's a marvellous 
place — ^but you have to know your way about.” 

The twinkle in Tony's eye becomes more pronounced, 
but he agrees quite gravely that to enjoy Paris it is most 
essential to know one's way about. Young Craddock (the 
subaltern) murmurs something about “ Moulin Rouge ” but 
it is obvious from Ms manner that he has never been there. 

Pinkie has now demolished most of the scones and is 
being plied with chocolate cake by Mr^ Craddock. “ It's so 
good,” she remarks, apologetically, as she accepts a third 
slice. 

Tony says he adores it too. His mother sends him an 
enormous one every week so there is no need to spare it. 
Pinkie points out that she is not sparing it, and adds that 
Colonel Morley would require at least three chocolate cakes 
a week if she came to tea with him often ... to which 
Colonel Morley replies with his usual gallantry that, if 
Miss Bradshaw will honour him by coming to tea with Mm 
often, he will write to his mother and ask her to send four 
chocolate cakes a week. . . . 

“ Tell them 'about the General, Sir,” says Mr. Craddock, 
smiling. 

' “'Why don't you tell them about the General?” enquires 
Tony. 


Because you would do it so mucli better, Sir,'' replies 
Mr* Craddock promptly. 

Oh, well . . says Tony, smiling, ** it was one of those 
things that seem funnier in retrospect than they do at the 
time. He was a fat pompous little General, and he came 
down to have a look at us— not a proper inspection, but just 
to see how we were getting on— he was one of those spit 
and polish enthusiasts, didn't take any interest in musketry 
or macine-gun drill, but was all out for smart turn-out, 
shining boots and neatly packed haversacks . . . don't think 
he knew there was a war on, do you, Craddock?" 

Hadn't the slightest idea of it,” Craddock agrees. 

“Weil, the fact is,” says Tony, “We've got one or two 
men in the Battalion who seem quite unable to put on their 
puttees in the orthodox manner. We've striven with them 
valiantly but they just can't grasp the principle. We’ve 
several like that, haven’t we, Craddock?” 

“ Yes, several,” says Craddock, “ but chiefiy Fraser who is 
in my company.” 

“ Mark that,” says Tony gravely, “ for on that hangs the 
whole sorry story, chiefly Fraser, who has the inestimable 
advantage of being in Craddock’s company.” 

“And the odd part is he’s an awfully decent fellow,” 
declares Craddock earnestly, “He’s 'one of the best, Fraser 
is. He’s keen and intelligent and smart — except for Ms 
puttees, of course— he tries very hard but somehow or other 
he just can’t manage them. He says it’s the shape of Ms 
legs,” adds Craddock in and apologetic manner. 

“Well, perhaps it is,” says Tony thoughtfully. “Now 
that I come to think of it his legs are a peculiar shape . . . 
but, be that as it may, when Fraser marches for any distance 
Ms puttees invariably descend and twine themselves round. 
Ms boots.” , , 

Craddock flings himself back in his roorkee chair and 
says, “Oh, Lord, I never forget that day!” 

“Nor I,” agrees Tony. “It was one of those days that 
live forever in the memory of man. I knew we were for it 
when the General mentioned the world drill. He mentioned, 
it at lunch if you remember, Craddock.” 

Craddock says he remembers, and adds that it had the 
effect of making his favourite pudding taste like sawdust 

“ The reason for our dismay,” continues Tony; “ the 
cause of our alarm and despondency was the fact that the 
only two men who could be trusted to act as markers were 
in bed with 'flu. . , 

“ And the R.S.M., Sir,” puts in Craddock. 

“And the agrees Tony. “The E.s;M. tried 

to get out of bed when he heard what was afoot. His 
temperature was 103*^, and he had to be held down by two 
orderlies , . 


Three orderlies, sir/^ says Craddock, quickly, 

Tony accepts the amendment, '' Three orderlies,” he says; 
the E.S,M. is a very powerful man and had been having 
instruction in unarmed combat— I’d forgotten that. . , . , 
Well, I did my best to persuade the General that what he 
wanted to see was a spot of bayonet practice, but to no 
purpose. He wanted to see the Battalion on parade, * and 
Just a little simple drill, nothing very elaborate, . . .* Ye 
gods!” says Tony, “Ye gods and little fishes, he saw some- 
thing worth seeing! I don't suppose he had ever seen 
anything the least like it before. I certainly hadn't. It was 
worse— much worse— -than I had expected, and I had 
expected it to foe pretty bad.” 

“They started none too badly,” Craddock reminds him, 
“Yes,” says Tony, “but they degenerated rapidly, didn't 
they? And at last they were so flustered that they didn't 
know their right hands from their left . , . the climax came,” 
says Tony, and his voice quivers with laughter so that he 
can hardly speak, “ the climax came when Fraser tripped 
over his puttees and fell heavily to the ground . . . and then 
. . . and then . . says Tony between his spasms of mirth, 
“ and then the man in the next rank fell over him, and two 
more men on the top of him ... it was exactly like a rugger 
scrum.” 

“Nobody laughed,” says Craddock, shaking in his chair. 
“ That was the awful part of it . . . nobody laughed. . . 

“I thought we were for it,” continues Tony, wiping his 
eyes. “I was beginning to wonder where I'd stored my 
bowler hat, ... I was composing a letter to Moss Brothers 
asking what they were prepared to offer for a colonel's 
uniform and equipment, camp-bed, bath and washing basin. 
I was doing that as we walked back to my hut where the old 
boy had left his scarf. There was tea ready when we got 
there— Symes had it all prepared— so I offered the old 
boy some tea. He said, ‘No/ but not vei*y convincingly. 
Somehow or other we got him into a chair and a large 
cup of steaming tea into his hand . . . but it was a near 
thing.” ' ' 

“The chocolate cake did it,” declares Craddock, helping 
himself to another piece, “ Nobody can resist Lady Morley's 
chocolate cake . . . it's so gooey ... it melts in your mouth. 
I don’t know how many pieces the General had, I just went 
on feeding it to him. . . 

Pinkie and I walk home together across the sands. The 
tide is coming in and the waves are chasing each other, and 
overtaking each other, and scuttling back again. The sun 
is shining as brightly as ever and the sky is blue and cloud- 
less, but Pinkie shows no desire to turn Catharine- Wheels; 
she walks along by my side very sedately and is somewhat 
distrait I cannot help wondering whether it is the effect 


of the chocolate cake, for I am aware that if I had eaten half 
as much as she has I should be feeling decidedly unwell . . . 
but apparently her malaise arises from a totally different 
cause. After a little Pinkie enquires what I thought of Mr. 
Craddock, and I reply that I thought him charming. 

Pinkie says, “Yes, he’s a perfect darling. He asked me 
to go to the Pictures with him— you don’t mind, do you?’’ 

“Of course not,” I reply. 

Pinkie hesitates and then says, “ It isn’t very kind of me, 
1 suppose.” 

I assure her that I am delighted that she should go to the 
pictures with Mr. Craddock, but Pinkie is still uncomfortable 
. . . “ It’s Bill, really,” she explains. 

The situation is now perfectly clear, but I am unable 
to cope with it. 


MONDAY, 15TH APRIL 

Mrs. Loudon arrives to-day. Am quite thrilled at the 
prospect of seeing her again and make arrangements for my 
family to lunch without me, so that I shall be free to meet 
Mrs. Loudon at the station at 1-15. No sooner have I done 
this than a wire arrives from Mrs. Loudon saying tersely, 
“ Do not meet me.” 

Pinkie says why not ignore this command and meet her 
as arranged, but Pinkie does not know Mrs. Loudon. I 
decide to obey Mrs. Loudon’s wishes. 

Pinkie says: “Well, let’s put flowers in her I'oom — she 
hasn’t said you aren’t to do that, has she?” 

This is an excellent idea. We go out together— Bryan and 
Betty too— to carry it into effect, and find that the daffodils 
have come in and are blowing like the bugles of Spring in 
the flower shop window. 

Mrs. Macphail is 4uite pleasant about the flowers and 
provides vases and jugs to put them in. She informs us that 
when she lived at Troon she had a garden full of flowers 
“ not to speak of a maggie-nola,” but that only hardly plants 
will grow here. “ It’s the east,” says Mrs. Macphail gravely, 
“ The east is aye colder than the west . . . excepting India, 
of course,” 

Betty says, “India’s south. It’s south on my map any- 
how, and the equator goes through it and keeps it 
warm.” 

Bryan says, “ D’you think the equator is a hot-water pipe 
or what?” 

Betty says, “ No, I know what it is just as well as you do. 
It isn’t anything at aU — so there!” 

Mrs. Macphail has not followed this exchange, she is still 
harping on about “ the east,” India is east, declares Mrs. 
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Maophidi, aM sfee ought to know, because she has a cousin 
who was a steward on a ship and he brought her a cup and 
saucer with a picture of a temple on St. “ A sort of pagoda, 
it was," says Mrs, Macphail. " I’ll let you see it one day when 
you’re in . . . I’d let you see it now If I could mind where 
I put it.” 

Betty says she would like to see it very much. 

" He’s not a steward now,” says Mrs. Macphail, referring 
to her cousin. “He joined up the very first day and they 
made him a photographer. I thought at the time it was a 
daft sort of thing to have a photographer in the Air Force— 
that’s what he’s in— but they seem to keep him busy. I never 
Uffc a paper but I see pictures of soldiers and tanks and 
aeroplanes and such-like.” 

Pinkie, who has finished doing the flowers, says quickly, 
“ But your cousin will be taking aerial photographs . . .” 

“He’ll just need to take whatever he’s told,” declares 
Mas. Macphail, “ and he’ll do that, for he’s sensible fellow 
and not one to stick at anything.” 

I can see that Pinkie is prepared to argue, but time Is 
getting on and it would take too long to unravel the tangled 
skein. Indeed I doubt whether any one could ever unravel 
it. I collect my family and, having warned Mrs. Macphail 
of the approximate hour of her guest’s arrival and given 
strict injunctions regarding fires, hot water bottles, and 
thoroughly aired sheets, we return home to lunch. 

During the meal Pinkie announces that she is going to 
the pictures with Mr. Craddock and will not be in to tea. 
She adds that it is just as well because Mrs. Loudon is coming 
and it will be far nicer' for us to be alone. 

Betty says, “But they won’t be alone because we’ll be 
.... 

Bryan says: “Couldn’t we go to the pictures too? We 
needn’t go with Pinkie because they wouldn’t want us and 
anyhow it would be far more fun by ourselves. It’s 
‘The Wizard of Oz,’” adds Bryan persuasively. “All the 
people at school have seen it and I want to see it awfully. 
Betty would love it.” 

Betty jumps up and down shouting, “Ob, do let usi 
Oh, do! Oh, please do!” 

I am not very keen on letting them go alone, but I am 
aware that Tim likes Bryan to be independent. (In fact Tim 
warned me before he left that I was not to keep Bryan in 
cotton wool) so, after some hesitation, I agree to let them 
go if they promise to be sensible. Bryan promises faithfully 
to take the greatest care of his sister — especially crossing the 
streets— and they walk off together very sedately 

They have no sooner disappeared than Mrs. Loudon 
arrives. She seems to bring with her a breath of hill air. 
Sh4 has changed very little (except that her hair is a trifle 


more grey) and is as full of energy as ever. I realise afresh 
what a splendid person-she is— blunt and downright, tender- 
hearted and generous— it is the pleasantest thing in the 
world to see her sitting in the shabby chair, to be pouring 
out tea for her and offering her scones and listening to her 
::conversatton. ■ , , 

Mrs. Loudon says she has seen Guthrie and -there seems 
little wrong with him. '‘He was sitting up in a chair daffing 
with a wee red-headed nurse,” says Mrs. Loudon. " Did you 
see that nurse, Hester? A limmer if ever there was one. She 
gave one look at me and fled as if the fiend himself was at 
her heels.” , . 

I reply that I did happen to see a nurse with red hair 
but had" not realised she was dangerous, 

Mrs. Loudon says she was up to no good or she wouldn’t 
have fled, and adds that she is terrified of any woman who 
looks at Guthrie now. She had always comforted herself by 
the refiection that Guthrie had some sense, but ever since 
the time at Avieiochan when he nearly married that cat- 
faced creature she has lived on tenterhooks. 

I assure her that there is no need for her to be alarmed, 
but Mrs. Loudon says it’s no use talking, if Guthrie had any 
sense at all we would have known from the very beginning 
what like the creature was — “ not his style at all,” declares 
Mrs. Loudon. 

" It v/as a lesson to him,” I point out. 

Mrs. Loudon says it’s to be hoped that Guthrie’s learnt 
it. She is not so sure. She wishes Guthrie would find a 
wiselike girl and marry her and be done with it. 

To change the subject I enquired whether her rooms seem 
comfortable and she replies that they are very comfortable 
indeed, and that “ the woman ” seems a kindly sort of body 
though she talks too much. " I was not in the place half an 
hour before I knew her life’s history,” declares Mrs. Loudon 
roundly. “ It appear^ she’s come down in the world and that 
through no fault of her own. Weil, it’s a common enough 
story and I did her the credit of believing it, but if you’d 
asked me where she hailed from I’d have told you Pollok- 

cnqulre what sort.nf place that- is, , 

“Genteel,” says Mrs. Loudon, “Oh, I listened to the 
whole story,- but when it came to diseases and operations I 
could thole it no longer, so I put my hat back on my head 
and went off to the hospital. Disease is a subject , of ^ con^:; 
versation I never could thole.” She hesitates a moment and 
then adds, “I’ll need to think of some way of stopping her 

The idea of Mrs. London ' being - tactful is so' ludicrous 

■../ "' ■ ■ ■ ■■ ■ 

' , Mrs. Loudon smiles too. Oh, yes, I know^” . she says, 
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I knm what srou're gfxnnim at. The fact is I speak first 
and think afterwards and hj that time I*¥e walked into the 
mire with both feet. It's my nature and I can't change 
it." 

The time passes rapidly. At six o'clock we listen to the 
news and are informed the British B'orces have landed In 
Norway. Mrs. Loudon says it's to be hoped well send 
enough troops to take the country and hold it~--tiiougii she 
doesn't see how we can spare them at the moment. I tell 
her what Captain Baker said at dinner the other night, and 
she says, “ Ho doubt he knew what he was talking about." 
Mrs. Loudon sounds so gloomy that I enquire what she 
really thinks about the war, and after a moment's con- 
sideration she replies, “ Itll be a long and weary job, but 
well just need to go through with it,” 

Pinkie returns from her afternoon's outing with shining 
eyes and cheeks like wild roses, and it is obvious that she 
has enjoyed herself. Mrs. Loudon— who has not seen her 
since she was ten years old — ^is amazed at her appearance 
and says so in her usual forthright way . . and, when Pinkie 
goes upstairs to take off her things, Mrs. Loudon seizes my 
arm in a vice-like grip and says in a loud whisper that she 
thinks Pinkie would do for Guthrie. 

I point out that Pinkie has provided herself with a young 
man and seems to have enjoyed her afternoon in his com- 
pany. 

"Has Guthrie seen her?” enquires Mrs. Loudon, "Just 
tell me that — Has Guthrie seen herV^ 

I reply that Guthrie has not seen her, but that she can 
foe taken to the hospital and shown to him if Mrs. Loudon 
so desires. 

" It's all very well for you to make fun of me,” says Mrs. 
Loudon " Just you wait till Bryan starts looking at girls.” 


TUESDAY, 16TH APRIL 

Mrs. Loudon arrives at 10 o'clock in the morning and 
announces that she is on her way to the hospital to see 
Guthrie, and she thought she would just look in and see 
how we were getting on. As the hospital is situated at the 
opposite side of the town, this statement cannot be taken 
at its face value. I enquire whether Mrs. Loudon would like 
me to accompany her to the hospital but she says no, she 
would not dream of taking me away from my household 
duties at this hour. She knows what it is to run a house, 
and how everything goes wrong if you're not there yourself 
.... but maybe if Pinkie has nothing special on she would 
: like the walk. 

, - Pinkie. says she has nothing^to do unless I would like her 
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to do the shopping . . , but Mrs. Loudon interrupts her and 
says, “ Hester is quite capable of managing her own affairs.” 

This trenchant remark surprises Pinkie a good deal— as 
well it might-— but, being a good-natured creature and 
always willing to oblige, she goes and gets ready to accom- 
pany Mrs. Loudon to the hospital. I cannot help smiling 
to myself as I watch the two figures walking down the road 
together. One is old and the other young, but both are tail 
and straight— there is something alike in their easy gait 
and proud carriage 

Pinkie returns to lunch but has little to say anent her 
Tisit to the hospital and I am obliged to wait until the 
afternoon, when Mrs. Loudon comes, to hear the result of 
the expedition. 

It is not Mrs. Loudon’s way to beat about the bush, and 
with her first breath she says, “ It was useless, Hester. The 
girl sat like a dummy and Guthrie never let his eyes fall 
upon her.” 

She is so depressed by the unsuccess of her scheme that 
I feel sorry for her and sympathise with her. 

‘*Oh, well, it’s no use crying for the moon. Love’s a 
queer thing . . . says Mrs. Loudon with a sigh. 


FRIDAY, 19TH APRIL 

Annie asks if she can speak to me for a moment. I reply 
that she can, and lead the way to the drawing-room with a 
sinking heart. I know quite well what is coming; I have 
seen it approaching for some time. I sink into a chair and 
look at Annie, but Annie does not look at me, she stands 
before me, twisting a corner of her apron and is obviously 
at a loss how to begin. 

“ Well, Annie,” I say at last. I suppose you want to get 
married — that’s it, isn’t it?” 

Annie says that it is and it isn’t — ^if I know what she 
means — and if it wasn’t that Bollings had been made a 
sergeant and got impatient she wouldn’t be standing here, 
but would be clearing the breakfast, as she ought to be doing 
this very minute. 

I listen to this and my heart sinks lower than before, for 
I have had Annie for years. She came to me at Biddington 
as housemaid and stayed on as Betty’s nurse, and now she 
combines the two posts and has become invaluable. In 
addition to this I have become very fond of Annie, and am 
aware that she is fond of me — ^we have shared many vicissi- 
tudes and understand each other’s ways. Tim has vanished 
into some unknown part of Prance and now Annie is going 
—I shall be absolutely bereft. * ■ Oh, Annie, I am sorry,” I 
murmur feebly. 


Annie says it's very diffiicnlt. It's Bollings being so 
Impatient* Bollings says he's tired of hanging about and 
he won't hang, about any longer . . . “ and I'm twenty-six 
now," says Annie, ** and if I don't take this chance I mayn't 
get another, and I wouldn’t like to get left on the shelf " 

■ This seems such a strange point of view that I am 
incapable of making any rejoinder* I gaze at Annie help- 
lessly. 

“ So that's 'ow it is," says Annie, and I perceive that she 
is very near tears, 

I dash hastily into speech and say that of course I have 
known for some time that she and Bollings would be getting 
married, and that Boilings is a particularly nice man— as 
well as being extremely lucky— and that I am sure they will 
foe very happy indeed. Now that Boilings has got his pro- 
motion there is no need to wait any longer, as they will get 
a comfortable quarter and can settle down, , . . 

Here Annie interrupts me to say in a choked voice that 
she isn’t going to leave me, not for a hundred Bollingses she 
wouldn't, not even if he was an R.S.M. which he never will 
be if he lives to a centipede, and how could she look the 
Major in the face he came back and she wasn't here, and 
she couldn't look herself in the face neither, and anyhow 
there's no saying but what Bollings won't be sent to France 
next, or Egypt most likely, and most likely killed, and where 
would she be then? . . so if I don’t like the idea of her 

getting married then it's off, and Boilings can find someone 
else, and she's told Bollings the same to his face — more than 
once she's told him — so I don't need to worry . . . and with 
that Annie turns and blunders to the door. 

■ ■■ But this won't do at all, so I call her back and explain 
that it won't; and presently I find myself trying to persuade 
Annie to marry Boilings, which of course is the last thing 
X desire. We are both so upset by this time, and so muddled 
and confused, that we talk for some »time‘ without getting 
any further. Annie is weeping quite openly and her aitches 
are flying in all directions. *‘Not unless I can stay,” she 
sobs, dabbing her eyes with the corner of her apron, ** Not 
unless I can stay . . . and that's my last word . . . Bollings 
is all very well in 'is way . . and I don't say as what I'm 

not fond of 'im . , , but if it means I've got to go . . . and 
leave you and Betty . . . and the Major away . . 

Suddenly I see a ray of light and my heart bounds with 
relief, 'for here, of course, is the solution to the apparently 
insolvafole problem . . . and,, this is what Annie has been 
trying to make me understand. “You mean," I begin. 
“ You mean you want to' marry, Bollings and stay on with 
pe?” , , ■ ' , 

‘“Not if. you don't want 'me to,", sobs Annie. 

How that I have grasped, -the Idea I cannot imagine why 



I have not grasped it before;.. "I. explain this to Annie and 
add that I had never thought of it, but that it seems an 
excellent plan. '‘What does Bollings think about it?” I 
enquire anxiously. 

Annie replies that it was his idea, really, and on further 
investigation I discover that the details of the plan have 
been thoroughly examined and nothing but my sanction is 
required. Bollings will spend his nights beneath my roof, 
except when he is on duty at the barracks, and this, will be 
an advantage, rather than a disadvantage, to me, for Bollings 
was Tim's batman before we went to Westburgh, and I know 
him to be a steady decent creature, with a domesticated turn 
of mind. I enquire what Mrs. Fraser will say, and Annie 
replies that Mrs. Fraser has been sounded and has signified 
her willingness to fall in with the arrangement. " She likes 
a man about the place,” explains Annie, “and Bollings knows 
just ’ow to take ’er,” 

The thing is settled to our mutual satisfaction, and Annie 
smiles with delight and declares that it is a weight off her 
mind. It is a weight off my mind also, and I repair to the 
kitchen to interview Mrs. Fraser, feeling that the world is 
slightly more secure. 


MONDAY, , 22ND ;APRIL 


Tea has just been, brought in when Bill appears; he looks 
round the room and is obviously disappointed to find that 
I am alone, I invite him to stay and share my meal, but he 
seems doubtful and enquires whether Pinkie is likely to be 
back soon. I reply that Pinkie has gone to play tennis with 
George Craddock, and add that there is no need for Bill to 
stay to tea if he does not want to. 

Bill says, “Oh, Mrs. Tim, of course I v/ant to — it's only 
—I mean, I'm feelifig so rotten that I'm no use to any 
one, . . No, I'm not the least bit ill. I wish I were. Perhaps 
if I were very ill she v/ould be sorry for me.” 

As there is now no need to beat about the bush I ask him 
straight out v/hether he is in love with Pinkie. 

He says: “You know I am. I want to marry her.” 

I look at him across the table (for he has now taken a 
seat opposite to me and is eating bread and margarine in 
an abstracted manner) and I note that his face is well 
formed and his eyes are steady and sincere. Perhaps his 
appearance of extreme youth may be due to his honey-* 
coloured hair which sweeps across his forehead in a thick 
swathe, 

“I want to marry her,” says Bill again; “but Pinkie 
doesn't want it. Pinkie wants to go on just as we are . . . 
just being friends.” 
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X point out that Pinkie Is very young. . 

It isn’t that/' says Bill earnestly. “ I mean that isn’t the , 
reason. 'As a matter of lact Pinkie says I’m too young.” 

** You’re both too young, 3x11.” ^ . 

declares Bill' No, -.-we’ve arg.ued, that- out. , 
rm six years older than she is ..... .and,' so Tm exactly -..the:: 

right age for her, but she doesn’t seem to see it. Oh, dear, 
X don’t know what to do!” declares Bill, seizing the last 
pieces of bread and margarine and wolfing them ravenously, 
don’t know what to do!” 

I suggest that he should have a serious conversation with 
Pinkie and clear the air. 

Bill says: I’ve tried, but it’s no use. She just says we’re 
friends. She said that from the very beginning— she said 
that we were to be friends and no silly nonsense, and I 
thought it was a good idea — but now I don’t. I see now that 
it was a silly thing to agree to.” 

“ That was at Hythe,” says Bill. “ That was at the very 
beginning. I thought she was just a kid — an awfully nice 
kid and awfully amusing and good fun ... I say there 
isn’t any more bread and butter. Have I eaten it all?” 
‘‘Have some cake,” I suggest. 

“No,” says Bill somewhat sadly. “No, thank you. I 
don’t seem to have much appetite really . . and then,” says 
Bill continuing his tale, “ and then, you see, I got to know 
her better, and I began to see her as she really is. She is so 
different from other girls, isn’t she? She’s so innocent and 
good . . . she’s pure,” says Bill earnestly. “I can’t help 
thinking about her all the time She looks lovely and she 
is lovely. Don’t you think so, Mrs. Tim?” 

He is quite right about Pinkie, of course, and I tell him. 
so, but add that if Pinkie has told him that all she wants 
is his friendship it would be better tc accept her decision 
or else to put her out of his mind altogether. Bill does not 
listen to this eminently sensible advice, he interrupts me 
in the middle and explains at length all that he feels about 
Pinkie, repeating that she is so different from other girls, 
and that he thinks about her all the time . . . nobody really 
knows Pinkie (except Bill, of course) nobody understands 
how marvellous she is — ^how sweet and clever and amusing 
— ^nobody knows what a sad life she has had ... he wants 
to take her away from all her relations (who don’t appre- 
ciate her at all) and make her happy for ever and ever. 
“Yes” I say. “Yes, but Bill-- — ” 

“If only she’d let me!” exclaims Bill “If only she’d 
trust me! You see I love her so much that I know it would 
be all right.” 


PART II: APRIL-MAY 


63 


“ But, Bill, I don’t think Pinkie is ready yet, do you?” 

“ Not ready?” 

“No, she’s just a child, really. She ought to grow up 
quite a lot before she thinks of marriage.” 

Bill does not agree with this— I hardly dared to hope 
that he would— he says it’s quite obvious that I don’t under- 
stand Pinkie either ... he wonders if there is Someone Else 
. . . perhaps young Craddock . . . what do I think about it. 

At this moment the door opens and Pinkie appears. She 
greets Bill in a friendly manner and kisses me fondly. 
“Hester, darling!” she exclaims, “We’ve been asked to a 
sherry party at the Donford Arms— we’re going to get a 
really proper invitation, of course, but George told me 
about it. The ofScers of the Fourth Battalion are giving a 
party, won’t it be fun?” 

Bill enquires whether Pinkie has had some good tennis, 
and she replies that it was not particularly good tennis, but 
she enjoyed it thoroughly— “ You’re much better _ than 
George,” says Pinkie, smiling at Bill in her usual friendly 
way. 

“ Am I ?” enquires Bill, brightening visibly. 

“Yes,” says Pinkie. “Your service is so terrifying, you 
see. George is really better at golf than tennis.” 

“But you like tennis best,” says Bill earnestly 

“ Only because I’m better at it— that’s all,” 

There is silence for a moment and then Bill gets up. 
“ What about to-morrow ?” he enquires. “ I mean could you 
play tennis if I got Alister and his sister for a four ?” 

Pinkie cogitates for a few moments and then says that 
she can— though not till after tea— and Bill goes upon his 
way rejoicing. 


THURSDAY, 25TH APRIL 

Pinkie and I are sitting in the drawing-room waiting for 
lunch to be ready, when the door bursts open and Betty 
rushes in. I am about to reprove her for her mode of entry 
when I see her face and realise that something has 

happened. „ ^ ^ 

“It's Bryan ...” she gasps. ‘‘He fell out of the tree 

. . . Bryan’s dead ...” vv 

Pinkie is off like an arrow from a bow and I follow as 
fast as I can. We arrive at the scene of the accident to 
find Bryan rising from the ground and dusting himself with 
his cap. To all appearances he is perfectly sound ; my fright 
turns to anger — as fright so often does — and I demand m 
stern accents why Betty thought it necessary to alarm us* 
Betty says tearfully, “ But Bryan said he was dead. 
Bryan says, “ How could I say I was dead, you nitwit ? 
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Betty say^, But you did. I' said, ‘ Have you laurt your- 
self V and you said, * I’m dead, I’m dead/ so I ran to tell 
Mummy.” 

Bryan says, 1 didn’t at all. You said, ‘ Have you hurt 
yourself/ and I said, *My head, my head P” He adds a 
trifle shamefacedly, ‘'It was -dashed sore for a minute or 
two.” " ' ' 

I now behold a lump the size of a pullet’s egg rising upon 
Bryan’s forehead, anger melts into sympathy, and we take 
him into the house to apply anti-phlogistine, which is my 
remedy for most ills of the flesh. When this has been done 
we suggest that he should go to bed, or lie on the sofa, 
but Bryan assures us that he feels absolutely O.K. Cannot 
help wishing that I shared his sense of well-being. 

Pinkie, who has been most capable throughout, says, 
** Darling, you look frightful 1” 

Reply that I cannot look much worse than I feel. 

She rushes off and returns almost immediately with a 
bottle of brandy and a glass. Annie also appears upon the 
scene. They pour some brandy into the glass and urge me 
to drink it, assuring me that I shall feel better in a few 
minutes. Feel so peculiar that I drink it without demur. 
As there is no immediate improvement in my condition I 
am supported to the drawing-room sofa and laid out upon 
it and more brandy is administered. Feel queez^er than 
before. Can hear Annie’s voice asking whether she shall 
ring up the doctor— voice sounds a long way off — ^murmur 
faintly, “No, don’t want doctor.” Peel glass held against 
my lips and murmur faintly “No more,” but it is forced 
upon me and I am obliged to swallow it to prevent it run- 
ning down my neck. 

Feel worse and worse. Faces seem to float in mid-air. 
Voices seem far away. Endeavour to say, “ Don’t leave me,” 
but find great difficulty in forming tb^ words. Whole room 
goes up and down as if in a storm. When I shut my eyes it 
goes round and round as well. Begin to wonder if I am 
going to die. 

Suddenly, Major Shaw, the Regimental Doctor, appears. 
His face floats into my line of vision wearing a puzzled, 
anxious expression. He feels my pulse and asks to see my 
tongue. Pinkie’s face (white as a sheet, with enormous blue 
eyes) gazes at me over the doctor’s shoulder. Make a 
frightful effort and say, “ Don’t worry . . . feel mos’ 
’strawnry . , . better soon.” 

Major Shaw says, “ How much brandy did you give her, 
Miss , Bradshaw ?” 

Pinkie says she 'doesn’t. know, and adds, “She looked so 
awful that we were terrified we gave her loUJ* 

Major Shaw says, You’ve 'ffiade her drunk.” Pie is 



staniggllng not to laugh. I can see his somewhat dour face 
quivering as he wrestles with the spasms. 

“ Drunk !” exclaims Pinkie in horrified tones. 

“ Tight as a lord !” says Major Shaw. His voice breaks 
and laughter overcomes him like a flood ... he laughs and 
laughs. , , „ 

Presently as if by magic, a large cup of black coffee 
appears before my eyes. I am raised from my cushions and 
encouraged to drink it; everyone very helpful and sym- 
pathetic, Pinkie almost tearful v/ith remorse. Begin to feel 
slightly better, and assure Pinkie that no harm is done. 
Major Shaw is most reassuring and declares that I shall be 
perfectly all right in a few hours. He writes out a prescrip- 
tion lor a corpse reviver and Bryan is sent to the chemist 
on his bike. Find I can speak now and murmur faintly 
that, if that’s what it’s like to be drunk, I can’t imagine 
any one doing it for pleasure. I never felt so awful in 
my life. 

Pinkie says, “ Are you sure she’ll be all right ? 

Major Shaw replies that he is perfectly certain of it, and 
adds that he is a specialist in my complaint. He goes away, 
but promises to return later and see how I am. 

I recover slowly and by dinner time I am able to eat an 
adequate meal, which completes my cure. Pinkie and I 
have a good laugh over the affair— though it seemed far 
from humorous at the time. 

“No,” says Pinkie. “It wasn’t funny. I was terrified 
. . . and Major Shaw says it was a dangerous thing to do. 
Major Shaw says you should never give people brandy 
without a doctor’s permission. I shall never do it again, 
that’s one thing certain.” 


FRIDAY, 26TH APRIL 

Receive a letter from my brother, Richard, inviting Bryan 
to come and spend a lew days in London on his way back to 
school. Richard says he and Mary have not seen Bryan for- 
ages and they would enjoy having him. They will take him 
to the Zoo and to the Tower and give him a good time. I 
need not worry about air raids, as they never have any in 
London. 

Bryan says, “ Gosh, how marvellous ! May I ? Oh, Gosh, 
how gorgeous !” and the matter is settled. 

Br-yan now wishes to know all particulars about his pros- 
pective host and hostess, and I discover — somewhat to my 
distress— that he has no recollection of them whatsoever. 
When questioned more closely, Bryan says, “ Well, how could 
1 know about them ? I was only a kid when Uncle Richard 
came to stay ... I wouldn’t know him from Adam . . . Oh, 
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yes, I know awfully decent and sends me money for 
my birthday, but I dont know anything abowf him. What 
does he do ?” 

I inform Bryan that his Uncle was in business in Bondon, : 
but is now a Captain in the Gunners. He is on sick leafe' ' 
at the moment, having fallen over a limber in the dark and 
broken his arm. 

How can he write letters then enquires Bryan 
instantly. ■ ^ 

This has not occurred to me, but now that 1 think of it 
I am forced to the conclusion that Richard must have 
broken his left arm. 

Bryan accepts this explanation, “Yes, that must be it,' 
he says. “ Will Uncle Richard be in uniform ? I do hope 
so. It would be so splendid to go about London with him 
and see everyone saluting us.” 

“They would be saluting Uncle Richard,” I point out. 
“What sort of a house do they live in ?” Bryan enquires. 

I reply that the house stands in a square with gardens 
in the middle and add that it used to belong to my parents, 
and that Uncle Richard and I were born there. 

Bryan says, “ Oh, it's a very old house then.” 

I remain silent, hoping that the catechism is at an end, 
but it is only beginning. 

“ Uncle Richard is your brother, isn’t he ?” says Bryan. 
“Yes.” 

“Just like Betty and me.” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Has Daddy got a brother ?” 

“No,” 

“Well, who is Uncle Joe ?” 

I explain that Uncle Joe is Daddy’s uncle and therefore 
Bryan’s great-uncle, and add, “ Surely you remember Uncle 
Joe and Aunt Posy—we went to stay with them in Essex. 
It was near the sea.” • , _ 

Bryan screws up his face and says, “ Oh, yes, I believe I 
do. I fell into the stream and there was a donkey, wasnt 
there ? Has Uncle Joe still got the donkey ?” 

“I don’t know.” . 

“ Oh, well ...” says Bryan, “ . . . and thaf s all the 
relations we’ve got. Why haven’t I got a grandfather 
— some people have two. Edgeburton’s grandfather is 
frightfully decent.” 

“ Is he ?” 

“Yes,” says Bryan. “If Edgeburton wants some extra 
dibs he’s only got to write a letter to his grandfather 
and he gets a postal order for five bob by return ... he 
doesn’t ask for it, even.” 

“I hope not” 

. “No,” says Bryan. “He 'doesn’t need to ask, Edgeburton 
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just writes and says, ‘ How are you !’ and that sort of thing 
and the money arrives.” 

“Edgeburton must write a very good letter.” 

“Well, he doesn’t, really,” says Bryan gravely. “As a 
matter of fact I write it for him sometimes— he always gets 
more when I write, because I make it interesting. Last time 
I told him about the plover, and Edgeburton got a whole 
quid. The letter said, “Your handwriting is much worse 
and your spelling is deplorable, but you seem to have 
grasped the idea that a letter should be informative, and 
should convey to its recipient some idea of your activities.” 
He uses ucry long words ... we had to look them up in 
the dick ... I made Edgeburton give me five bob,” adds 
Bryan reflectively. 

These revelations are somewhat startling and I remon- 
strate with my son. “ But why is it wrong ?” he enquires, 
“ Edgeburton’s grandfather liked my letters and we liked 
getting the money, so everybody’s pleased.” 


MONDAY, 29TH APRIL 

Betty and I go to tea with Grace. We have been Invited 
on purpose to inspect the twins and, as Betty has not seen 
them before, she is full of curiosity and excitement. The 
twins are now seven weeks old, and are extremely attractive 
and pretty. They are as like as two peas and Betty wishes 
to know— amongst other things— how Grace knows which 
is which. Grace replies that they are entirely different, and 
are even more different in character than in appearance. 
Alec, although the younger, has a more forceful personality 
and is destined to be the leader in all their games. Ian’s 
nature is very unselfish. 

Betty looks at them again and says, “How do you 
know?” and Grace ‘replies that a mother always knows, 
and that some day when Betty has dear little babies of 
her own, she will understand. 

Betty says, “ I shall have triplets — ^three babies all the 
same age — two boys and a girl. The girl will be called 
Marjorie, but I haven’t decided what the boys will be 
called.” 

I am pleased to see that Betty is very gentle with the 
babies. She is allowed to hold Alee, and sits in a large 
arm-chair with her legs straight out in front of her and 
cuddles him with serious satisfaction. Alec seems quite 
contented in her care and gazes up at her with wide-open 
blue eyes. 

He’s so soft and warm ” says Betty. ** He’s so sweet and 
cuddly, I think he knows me quite well. He can’t talk yet,. 
of course, but I’m sure he thinks things.” 
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Grace is delighted at this, and says that Betty is per- 
fectly right, it is the Child Instinct. I ought to cultivate 
this Instinct, and not allow it to foe crushed and overlaid 
foy Wordly Cares. 

I ask Grace,, quite humbly, ' how she thinks I should go 
about it, but she seems -unable . to give me any definite 
advice . . . “ Irmyntrude would know/' says Grace, after 
a moment's thought. 

“ I thought the Great Pyramid was her forte/' 

“Oh, she knows a lot aboiit other things as well~~her 
.interests are very wide. Child Psychology is one of the 
subjects she has studied. She's given me most valuable 
advice about the boys.” 

I am wicked enough to murmur the well-known saying 
regarding old maids' children, but Grace refuses to see the 
joke against her latest friend — “ Irmyntrude is different/' 
declares Grace, “ and I think busy people like you and me 
should be glad to take advice from someone who has the 
time and the brains to study. Her knowledge of children 
isn't Just theoretical ; she has practised psychology with 
the greatest success. She was telling me about her sister's 
little boy— it was ’most interesting.” 

“ Did she practise on him ?” I enquire. 

“ She cured him/' replies Grace, “ He was very frightened 
of horses, and his parents were terribly distressed about it 
—they are great hunting people— so Ermyntrude analysed 
his psyche and discovered the cause. What do ' you think 
it was ?” enquired Grace, looking at me with wide eyes. 

This riddle is child’s play to me, and I reply instantly 
that he was bitten foy a horse in a previous existence. 

“ How did you know asks Grace suspiciously, 

“ I guessed it.” 

“You can't have guessed it I” 

“ I’m rather good at riddles/' ■■ 

Grace looks at me sadly and says it is a pity that I do 
not take Ermyntrude seriously, because she could help me 
so much. Psychology is a science, there is no “ guessing ” 
in psychology. It took Ermyntrude three weeks to discover 
the Cause of Fear, and when she had established the Cause., 
she had to Go Back and eradicate Fear by suggestion. It 
was a long process and Exmiyntrude was quite exhausted 
after It. Unfortunately her sister was not properly grateful 
—not even when she saw ^the results with her own eyes, 
Ermyntrude said it was one of the best moments in her 
life when the child climbed on to his pony and rode round 
the paddock— her eyes were full of tears. 

Grace is so much in earnest that I have not the heart to 
tease her any more, so refrain, from suggesting ■ that the 
.-'Unfortunate child may have' preferred to ride Ms pony 
rather than undergo further -ministrations from his aunt. 
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Betty breaKS iiit^ the Goaversation and announces that 
■she will now have Ian on her knee, because Ian might be 
Jealous if she didn’t, and she adds that Alec knows her now, 
and she wants Ian to know her too. Grace sees nothmg 
funny in this, and makes the exchange at once and without 
SeSt. we settle down again, and are all quite comtot- 
aWte and happy until Jack arrives upon the scene, and looks 
at Betty in amazement and says what on earth is Grace 

*^Sace SOTS, ‘•■Thinking of?” in a surprised voice. 

Jack says', “ Yes, what are you thhaking of to_ ^low Betty 
to handle the child ? If_ Betty dropped him on his head, he 

“BetV’^exSatoftodymnW. “But I wouldn’t dream of 

dropping Ism, lie iifees me. holding and Grace 

out that it is quite impossible for Betty to drop Ian -out' of, .. 
the chair— as indeed it is. ■ 

This does not satisfy Jack, however. He says Betty might 
lump up suddenly, or let go of the child for ^ ^ 

he gives Grace no peace until she removes the baby from. 
Betty's arms. This annoys everybody. Ian screams, Betty.; 

: sulks, "C^race is angry and sarcastic, and I am made to feel.;; ^ 
that, somehow or other, it is ail my fault for. consentmg to 
:i;he arraiigemeiitv I c help . rejaecting that Jack is a. 

veiy unsettto annoying at times.. 

J'ack and Grace : are ..obviously, fond of each other, and JacK. 
Is always buying Grace costly presents which he can ill 
afford, but they are not partners— as Tim and I are— and 
thsy pull^ih::,;bpposlt6: ^prections.^ : ; : 

The twins' Nannie now makes her appearance and invites 
Betty to come and see them bathed. When they have sone 
Jack sits down and says he has had a frightful day, and he 
can't think why all the senior officers at the Depot are sop 
in the head. Carter is the worst C.O. in the .world, te 
■incompetent and and he is so terrified of' anything;,; 

■ agoing wrong that he badgers everyone to death. Youneyer 

, : have a ' momenta and you ■ can't get on with .the. 

■ really important things because Carter is always plaguing, 

' . you 'about details . , . ^^ If it isn't , one thing it's another, 
.■•"■says: Jack' gloomily.,^ 

Grace enquires what has happened ;to-day— what pam* 
dular detail has gone wrong,, and'' 'Jack. replies :;that'.' he has- 
spent hours trying to trace fifty rounds of ammunition 
which cannot be accounted for. '^"Mfty rounds I"; says Jack 
,'' ,, :in .disgust V ;:, ./■**■ to a war on I Carter' dGesn t;seem;,'',. 

to know there's a war on. How. many rounds.do, th'ey;lQse 
■ in France. I wonder ” 

Where can they have 'gone'?"' enquires Grace— an 
imwise question which, In my, humblC' opinion, is .unhkw 
to soothe the savage breast.-.- ■ ■. 
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** Where can they have gone?” echoes Jack in furious 
tones. should think someone*s been shooting rabbits 
. . . or someone's bagged them to have a pot at Carter 
, . .perhaps that's why he's in such a flap. Oh,: hell,"! 
wish I could get out of this place and see some Active 
Service 1” 

^‘Jack!” exclaims Grace in dismay. 

"‘Well, Tm ' a/ soldier~not a blinking clerk,” says Jack 
firmly. 

It has been difficult for me to know where to look during 
this heated exchange, for it is always extremely embarrass- 
ing to be present on occasions of this nature, and now it 
is more than ever impossible to look my host in the face, 
for if it had not been for my unwarranted Interference in 
his affairs he would be on Active Service at this very 
moment. I rise and collect my reluctant daughter, and 
hasten home. 


TUESDAY, 30TH APRIL 

The date of Annie's wedding is now approaching and 
Annie is extremely preoccupied. She goes about with a 
dazed expression upon her usually serene countenance ; she 
jumps if any one speaks to her suddenly ; she forgets to 
give us knives and forks with which to eat our food ; she 
forgets to waken us in the morning. As I can sympathise 
with Annie's feelings, I bear with the small inconveniences 
in patience and spend a good deal of my time rushing 
round the house and remedying the deficiencies. It has 
been settled that Annie shall have a holiday to correspond 
with her future husband's leave, and they will go south to 
Annie's parents— who live at Hounslow — and be married 
there. Meanwhile a substitute for Annie has been found 
for me by Mrs. Fraser, who recommends her to me by 
saying, She's young and daft-like, but I’ll see to her.” 

I present Annie with some extra money and a frock, 
which is slightly tight for me across the back. It will fit 
Annie quite well, and she is delighted with it. She takes 
it and goes away and, a few minutes later, she returns 
wearing the frock and says she thought I would like to 
see how nice it is. I do like to see it, and compliment her 
upon her appearance. It suits Annie far better than it 
suited me. 

Annie tries to see her back in the mirror and says. 
“I've a good mind to get married in it,” and I agree that 
she might do worse. “ It's good,” says Annie, “ that's what 
I like about it, and nobdy's to know but what it isn't new 
. . . Oh, dear,” says Annie, with a little sniff, “ Oh, dear, 
I 'ope it's the right thing to do ... me getting married, X 
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mean . . , such a plunge, it is . . . not but what Bollings 
is a nice fellow.” 

I reassure Annie as best I can. , v , , ,, 

If it wasn’t that it was all arranged I^d back down, 

' declares Annie frankly. ■ , 

I assure Annie that a lot of people feel like that as their 

wedding day approaches. , , 

“ Yes ” says Annie. “ Mrs. Fraser did too. Mrs. Fraser 
says it’s like ’aving a tooth out. You’re sorry you ever came 
when you hnd yourself in the dentist’s chair, but you re all 
the better for it afterwards.” 


WEDNESDAY, 1ST MAY 

Annie leaves in the morning and her substitute arrives 
in the afternoon. Mrs. Fraser brings her into the drawing- 
room and says, “ This is her ” and goes away. She is a small 
plump girl with round brown eyes, and is neatly dressed 
in a tailored coat with a fur collar and a scarlet beret. She 
says her name is Florence Mackay, but I can call her Florrie, 
if I like— “ lot’s o’ folks do.” It is a little difficult to know 
what to say to this, so I leave it and proceed to outline her 
duties, but I have not got far when she interrupts me. 

There’s nae need for that,” she announces. They 11 
just be the usual things. I ken fine what’s wanted in a 
hoose” 

You’ve had experience?” I enquire, somewhat surprised, 
for Mrs. Fraser has led me to believe that her experience 
is extremely limited. 

‘'Lots of it,” replies the girl firmly. “I can dae me 
hoose, and the table, and I can dae the cooking when the 

auid wumman’s oot.” ^ . 

There is no more to be said, so I declare the interview 
at an end and suggest that Florence (or Florrie) should go 
upstairs and change her dress. Pinkie and I congratula^ 
ourselves on the fact that Annie’s substitute knows her job, 
but unfortunately we congratulate ourselves too soon,^ for 
if Florence has had any experience, it has not been gained 
in a house like mine. It would have been better-^from our 
point of view— if she had had no experience at all, for in 
that case she might have been willing to listen to reason. 
It would be very much better— from our point of view— if 
Florence were not so full of unbounded confidence in her 
own abilities, or so certain that in all matters of domestic 
procedure she was right and we wbre wrong. Mrs. Fraser 
sums up the situation in her usual trenchant manner. “The 
gurrl wonldna be sae bad if she would take a telling,” says 
Mrs. Fraser. 
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1 accent one. 


“NOW then!” says Mrs. Loudon, sitting up even straighicr 
than usual in her plush-covered chair, Now, iht-n, 1 ve 
something to ash you. Will you and Betty come to Aylc- 
iQchan for a visit when Guthrie’s better-~and 
if he’s still at home — ^it would do you all a lot o£ good to 
have a wee change.” . 

“ It’s very kind of you, but I’m afraid I can t. 

“And why not, may I ask?” 

“Because I’ve got work to do,” I reply, smiling at her. 

“Pooh!” exclaims Mrs. Loudon, “Somebody else could 
take a hand at it, and high time too. You need a holiday, 
ll6St6r'*’' ' ' ' 

“No,’ I can’t leave just now. There’s a lot to do, and 
nobody to do it. I might come later on when Grace 
MacDougall is better- ” 

“ It’s now I want you,” declares Mrs. Loudon. “Now, 
when Guthrie’s at home. I’m not at all sure he’.s not 
hankering after that red-haired nurse — 

We argue for several minutes, but I have made tip my 
mind and Mrs. Loudon’s persuasions will not move me. I 
have interfered once before in Guthrie's love aifair.';, and 
although it is true that my interference produced the desired 
result, I am determined not to repeat the experiment. 


FRIDAY, 3RD MAY 

Grace rings up and enquires whether Pinkie and I will 
go round after dinner for a chat. She explains tiiat she 
would ask us to dinner if she could, but her servanta have 
both left to go into munitions, and she has not been able to 
get any one else. . . . “ It seems so awfully mingy to a.sk you 
after dinner,” declares Grace apologetically; “but the only 
thing I can make really well is a rouffle. and I .shaulri Isiive 
to be in the kitchen when you arrive— watching over u like 
a guardian angel—and my hair would be .standing on end 
and my nose would be red and shiny . . . ,so you !m\'' 

I appreciate Grace’s difficulty at a glance, and assura her 
that there is absolutely no need to a.sk m to dinner, and that 
Pinkie and I will dine at home and come round after- 
wards. . . . 

Haying accepted the invitation on the spur of the moment, 
I begin to have qualms as to whether 1 should have done .vi 
without consulting Pinkie, for it is quite likelv that site may 
have made other arrangements. Pinkie has .settled down as 
if she telonged to the family, and 1 am delighted to have 
as she can stay. She is an easy «uwtt, far .she 
entertainment, and she has the^ rare' vhrtuf of 
ww wanted, and of di.sappcaring for hourt 

hen her hostess is busy or tired. Bryan and Betty adoi'c 
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her, and the servants are her willing slaves— it is like having 
a grown-up daughter in the house. I have encouraged her 
to make her own plans, for it is so much better for us both 
to be free. Pinkie goes out to tennis, and sometimes to the 
pictures, and I have my own friends to visit. In this way we 
have more to talk about when we are together. I notice that 
the subalterns drop in more frequently than usual, but am 
not deceived by their unwonted anxiety as to how I am 
getting on. Bill, who was Pinkie’s first friend, pursues her 
indefatigably, but does not seem to be making much head- 
way. She is nice to him, of course, but Pinkie is nice to 
everyone— she distributes her smiles with fine impartiality. 
Young Craddock is another constant visitor, and is often 
accompanied by his Colonel. It is all very cheerful and 
amusing, and if Tim were here I should be completely happy 
. . . but alas, Tim is not here. 

I discover at tea-time that Pinkie has made a “date” with 
young Craddock, so she will not be able to accompany me 
to-night. She offers to put it off, but I see no need for this, 
it will be more amusing for her to go to the pictures than 
to come to the MacDcugalls’ for a quiet chat. 

“It’s Rebecca,’ you see,” says Pinkie; “so if you really 
don’t mind . . . but if you do mind the least bit . . . or if you 
don’t like the idea of walking down to the MacDougalls’ by 
yourself in the black-out. . . .” 

I assure her that I don’t mind at all, and that I am quite 
capable of looking after myself. 

“Take your torch,” says Pinkie, “and be vert/ careful 
crossing the road.” 

It is a fine night and the walk is quite enjoyable. I have 
been out so little since the war started that it is quite a 
pleasant change. The black-out in Donford seems fairly 
satisfactory, and except for an occasional slit of faint light 
at the edge of a window, the darkness is complete. 

Jack opens the door and ushers me into the drawing- 
room, where Grace is discovered reclining in a large arm- 
chair. She is looking less soignee than usual, and seems 
somewhat fretful. “ My dear, I’m nearly dead,” says Grace. 
“ I seem to have spent the whole day washing dishes, Nannie 
helps, of course, but she hasn’t much time ... we shall both 
be thankful when the new cook arrives. I don’t mind 
anything except the dishes, but they go on all the time, 
and no sooner have you got them all nice and clean than 
they are all dirty again. People use far too many dishes — ^far 
more than they need— and as for spoons and forks ” 

“ Well, you can’t eat rice pudding with your fingers,” says 
Jack firmly. “ I defy any one to do that— Especially when it 
is the consistency of soup ” 

Grace replies that it was quite a good pudding, and that 
he could have eaten it, with a spoon only, and not used a 
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fork as well, which makes it clear that there has been some 
unpleasantness between my host and hostess. 

I like to sit down for a little after my meals,” explains 
Grace. “ I like to digest them peacefully with a cigarette, 
but the mere fact that there is a large pile of dishes waiting 
to be washed makes it quite impossible to digest my meals 
in peace . . . washing up dishes is my idea of hell,” adds 
Grace thoughtfully. 

It is mine also, so I can sympathise with her. 

*"Yes,” says Grace, could have given Milton a few 
tips when he wrote Paradise Lost. My hell will be washing 
greasy dishes in insufficient lukewarm water. The dish- 
towels will be damp and slimy, and the pile of dishes will 
grow and grow until there’s no room to put them anywhere:^ 

«Dust would be worse,” declares Jack— and I can’t help 
smiling, for dust is Tim’s pet horror and aversion—** Dust 
would be infinitely worse. My hell would be full of dust 
and germs, and I should have to sweep it with one of those 
old-fashioned brooms that people used before vacuum 
cleaners were invented— horrible unhygienic things they 
were!” 

“That’s a sort of nightmare,” declares Grace, but Jack 
does not agree. “A nightmare is quite different,” he replies. 
“ As a matter of fact I had a most awful nightmare last 
night. I dreamt I was in the orderly room with stacks of 
papers to deal with and the sun was shining brightly out- 
side. I wanted to get out, but I knew I had to deal with 
all the papers before I went, and the papers kept on 
increasing and increasing in a mysterious kind of way, and 
at last they were all round me and all over me and 
I was smothering in them,” 

I make sympathetic sounds, but Grace, who has obviously 
heard the story before, is eager to recount her pet night- 
mare, which she invariably experiences if she is so unwise 
as to eat anything cheesy for dinner. She is trying to pack 
her clothes in a hurry, so as to catch a train, and she has 
not enough trunks or suitcases in which to pack them • . . 
and, every time she thinks she has finished her task, she 
pulls out another drawer and finds it full of clothes. We 
discuss nightmares in general terms and Jack enquires 
whether I ever suffer from a nightmare— the kind of 
nightmare which returns and returns and haunts one dur- 
ing the day. I reply, somewhat reluctantly, that I do, but 
I am not particularly anxious to recount my nightmare, 
for it is so horrible to me that I prefer not to think of it. 
Strangely enough my reluctance has the effect of 
whetting Jack’s interest, and he urges me to tell them 
about it, and continues to urge me until I realise that it 
will be easier to comply with his request than to refuse. 
Before describing my nightmare, I premise that it is diffi- 
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CBlt to define the horror of it to other people, so, if they 
are expecting something startling, they will probably be 
disappointed. My nightmare begins in a very ordinary 
sort of way : I wake up~just as I wake every morning— 
to find Annie in my room with my morning tea. She puts 
it on the table beside my bed— Just as she always does— 
and then she says somettiing to me ; I can see that she 
is telling me something very important, but I can’t under- 
stand a word she says. The frightful part of it is that I 
am aware that I will never be able to understand what 
anp one says. Tim speaks to me too — and I can’t understand 
a word. Tim and Annie speak to each other — and I can’t 
understand a word. Other people come in and talk to me 
and gesticulate — " Wah wah ditchy wen, ditchy wen waddy 
wah wah,” says everyone earnestly . . . and I wake up 
dripping with heat and trembling in every limb. 

Grace says, “ My dear, it’s perfectly frightful ! It’s the 
mosi frightful nightmare I ever heard of. I wonder what 
it means. Perhaps Ermyntrude would know, she knows all 
about dreams and things— they all mean something.” 

I feel that I would rather not know what my nightmare 
means, but am too cowardly to say so. 

At this moment the front door bell rings and Jack goes 
to answer it, and returns with Bill Taylor. He is evidently 
expected, for Grace says, “ Oh, here you are ! I thought 
perhaps you weren’t able to get away.” 

“Well, it wasn’t easy,” replies Bill. “But I managed to 
get someone to take my duty . . .” his eyes stray round 
the room and he adds, “I thought you said ” 

“I know,” murmurs Grace. “I hoped she was coming 
to-night.” 

It is quite obvious that Pinkie is the mysterious “ she ” 
and that Grace’s scheme has gone awry. For some reason 
I feel annoyed with Grace — she has no right to poke her 
fingers into this particular pie — and*I am quite glad that 
Pinkie has not come. We chat for a little, but Bill is rest- 
less and after about a quarter of an hour, during which 
he has been extremely distrait, he rises and says that he 
must be ofli. Jack offers him a whisky and soda, but he 
refuses the solace saying that he will go back to his quar- 
ters, and do some work, and that he can work better 
without the aid of stimulants. This surprises Jack a good 
deal, and he declares — as he escorts Bill to the door— that 
it is quite impossible for him to make any serious mental 
effort without an occasional whisky and soda to jolly up 
his brain. 

When they have gone Grace turns to me and says, “ You 
must do something, Hester. You must take a firm line with 
Pinkie.” 

“Why should I?” I enquire. i 
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“ She’s making poor Bill miserable,” replies Grace in 
indignant tones. 

It seems to me that Bill is making himself miserable, 
and I point this out to Grace, adding that I have no inten- 
tion of interfering in Pinkie’s affairs. 

Soon after this I take my departure, and Jack walks home: 
with me to my gate. 


SATTODAY, 4TH MAY : ' ■ , 

To-day is the day of the Sherry Party at the Donford 
Arms, and as Pinkie and I have received an invitation and 
replied, in the usual and somewhat absurd phraseology, 
that *‘Mrs. Christie and Miss Bradshaw accept with much 
pleasure, etc., etc.,” we are now engaged in preparation for 
the event. Pinkie has a flair for clothes which was culti- 
vated during her sojourn in Paris. She refuses to allow 
me to wear my best hat-— which, to tell the truth, has seen 
a good deal of service— but ransacks my cupboard for some- 
thing more stylish, and finding an old velour she strips off 
the trimming, turns it inside out, sticks several pins into 
it and places it upon my head. “ Wear it just like that,” 
says Pinkie firmly. 

I rush to the mirror expecting to see a figure of fun, but 
am utterly confounded ; the result of Pinkie’s slap-dash 
treatment is so incredibly good that I agree to wear it 
** just like that.” Pinkie herself is extremely smart in black 
and white— a truly Parisian ensemble which has the effect 
of making her look a good deal older than usual. The long 
mirror in the hall, which we consult before leaving home, 
assures us that we can pass muster. 

Bonford High Street is full of cars and the Donford Arms 
seems to have gone all military for the evening. There are 
sentries outside the door, and stewards to open the door, 
and the hall is full of officers’ batmen dashing about with 
trays. Symes has been given the task of announcing the 
guests and he is doing it extremely well— announcing them 
loudly and clearly. 

The large room is already comfortably full of officers and 
guests when Pinkie and I walk in. We are warmly wel- 
comed by George Craddock, who looks like the advertise- 
ment of an officers’ tailor in a new and perfectly-fftting 
tunic and a shining, chestnut-coloured Sam Brown. His 
face is pinker than ever and his hair has been cut so short 
as to be almost invisible to the naked eye. “Here you 
are !” he cries delightedly. “Here you are! Splendid I Two 
sherries, Waddell . . . that’s right . . . where are the 
biscuits and things ? The Colonel said I was to tell him 
when you came.” 
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“ But it does not matter in the least/' declares Miss 
Browne Winters in answer to my abject apologies. It is 
merely one of those trivial accidents which have no 
importance in the Scheme ... such things are only 
important if we allow them to disturb us/' 

I assure her that it has disturbed me, and apologise 
again for my clumsiness. 

. . but it has not disturbed me/' says Miss Browne 
Winters firmly. 

This statement— and the tone in which it is uttered — 
leave me without anything further to say, but I am not 
satisfied with the conclusion and I continue to work it out 
in my own mind. If — as Miss Browne Winters declares — 
the accident is only important in so far as it disturbs our 
equilibrium, it must be important because it has disturbed 
mine ; and is it not a trifle selfish of her to be so completely 
undisturbed by my distress? By the time I have reached 
this point in my meditations Miss Browne Winters has 
managed to stop a passing steward and has substituted her 
empty glass for a full one from his tray. I am about to 
congratulate her on her cleverness, when we are separated 
by a large fat woman saying “Excuse me" and pushing 
between us, and by the time we have found each other 
again it seems scarcely worth while to re-open the subject. 

The band has now started to play, which adds to the 
noise. Miss Browne Winters leans towards me and enquires 
in a ringing tone, “ What are they playing, Mrs. Christie ?" 
“I don't know," I shout in reply. 

“It seems to strike a chord of memory, I wish I knew 
where I heard that tune before." 

A voice behind me announces, “Say it over and over 
again . . . over and over again . . , never stop saying you're 
mine.” The voice is the voice of my host, Tony Morley, 
and I am aware that he is replying to the question which 
has just been put to me by Miss Browne Winters, but it is 
obvious from her startled expression that she has not 
grasped this fact. I therefore seize her by the arm and say, 
“That's what it's called. May I introduce Colonel Morley 
. . . Miss Browne Winters." 

“ How do you do, Miss Withers," says Tony. “ It's a silly 
tune, isn't it? Frightfully silly . . . and yet there’s some- 
thing in it, you know. Never stop saying you^re mine. 1 
shouldn't have known what it was called if I hadn't 
happened to see the programme. Can't keep pace with all 
these new tunes. Perhaps you can/' 

Miss B. W. replies promptly that she does not try. She 
tods the past more interesting than the present, and she 
is about to produce reasons for her preference when Tony 
interrupts her by saying, “It has been such a pleasure to 
meet you, Miss Withers. You wUl excuse us, won't you. 
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Fve nromised to introduce Hester to Lady Ne^l^ and 
before I know where I am, Toiyr has me firmly by the arm 

and is steering me through the crowd. , ,,, 

^*Now that Tony has taken charge .^5 

unclaimed parcel at the lost rfnerSS w«e 

qnmewhat dashed. I am introduced to the General s wne 
(Lady NeoMey) and listen meekly while she tells me about 
her Grandchild; I am rescued from her— again by Tony— 
mdleveral officers of the ^omth 

find Pinkie and lose her again ; I have anott^er scrappy 
conversation with Mrs. Loudon ; I speak to ' 

I run up against Grace and enquire after the twins. Sud- 
denly I took round the room and discover that the company 
is thinning rapidly, and that it is time to ^ 

easily found now — but not so easily detached frpm^ a 
large red-haired Captain, with whom she is exchanging 

^^S^^?waifc home together Pinkie exclaims in rapturous 
tones, “ Oh, what a lovely party it was ! I dtd enjoy it. 

didn’t you, Hester ?” , i. r 

“ Yes,” I reply a trifle doubtfully, “ Yes, I did . . . but I 
don’t know wfty I enjoyed it.” . „ . , 

“ You enjoyed it because you looked so tiicb, declares 
Pinkie, squeezing my arm. She is silent for a few momenta 
after this profound piece of psychology, and then she 
enquires a trifle diffidently, “ Did you notice that I called 
you, Hester?” 

“ No, I didn’t.” ■ „ 

“That’s all right then,” says Pmkie, smiling, “if you 
didn’t notice, it means you didn’t mind.” 


MONDAY, 6TH MAY 

Guthrie is convalescent and has been given a fortnight’s 
leave, so he and his mother depart to Avielochan. Their 
train leaves at 9.15 and Bryan’s at 11.30, so I spend most of 
the morning dashing backwards and forwards to the station 
and seeing people off. Bryan is much excited at the pros- 
pect of his visits to London, and listens to my instructions 
with some ini.patience, but, as I am extremely anxious for 
my son to make a good impression upon Richard and 
Mary, I continue my efforts feverishly. 

We are on the platform now, awaiting the arrival of the 
"lend the last few minutes reiterating the 
of conduct befitting a gentleman of Bryan’s 
have no children of their own,” I remind 
aren’t used to boys.” 

Bryan. “You told me that before.” 
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** B6 siir6 to wipe your feet on the mut . . . und chunge 
your shoes if they’re muddy.” 

“Oh, yes, of course,” says Bryan. , „ t .j- 

“Remember to wash your hands before meals,” I adjure 
him “and be sure to wash them thoroughly before you 
try them on the towel . . . and get up out of your chair 
when Aunt Mary comes in.” 

“ Oh, yes,” says Bryan. “I know aU that. ^ 

“Don’t throw the bathroom towel on the floor, l 
continue earnestly, “ and don’t scatter your cap and gloves 
all over the hall, and don’t forget to use your table- 

Mum,” says Bryan reproaehfuUy. “Oh, Mum, why 
are you worrying. You know quite well I can behave 
beautifully when I like.” 

As tills is perfectly true, there is nothing more to be 
said. ^ ^'v: 

Return home to lunch feeling extremely flat. Pinkie is 
also somewhat depressed and the meal is taken in simnce 
save for an occasional remark by Betty between mouthMs 
of food. After lunch Pinkie suggests that she ^d I should 
BO to the pictures to cheer ourselves up. I enquire what Bill 
is doing, or young Craddock, but Pinkie says she would 

rather go with me. , ^ 

We walk down to the Picture House and take our seats, 
but unfortunately the film is by no means cheering. It is an 
American film of the worst type, with frequent close-ups 
and glycerine tears. The story is centred round a small 
rhus -whose father and mother misunderstand each other 
and decide to get a divorce. The cMld loves them both ^d 
is tom between them. Its poor little heart is brok^, but 
it suffers in silence and presents a brave front to the ’un-- 
suspecting world. . .we see the child 
and paler before our eyes, but apparently its platiyes are 
blind, for they go on their ways oblivious of its dwindling 
strength , . . eventually the child dies (I have been dread- 
ing tlxis climax for the last two reels) and the parents ate 
reunited over its dead body. ^ 

Pinkie and I emerge into the sunshine with blotched 
faces and smarting eyes. Pinkie squeezes my arm and says, 
« Wasn’t it beastly ? I don’t know why I cried ... it was 
false ail through. The man was horrible. His hair was 
permed and Fm sure he used scent.” 

Enquire with interest how she could possibly know of 
this depraved taste on the part of the man. 

Pinkie says he was that sort of man . . , and^the woman 
was worse if anything ... as for the child it was positively 
disgusting, don’t I agree ? 

I agree wholeheartedly. 
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“It has made me feel that I need a bath,*’ says Pinkie 
gravely, “And I believe that’s just what I’ll tio.” 

Pinkie bathes and, emerging pink and cheerful from the 
steam-filled bathroom, she declares that she feels much 
better now and adds that nobody could commit suicide 
after a nice hot bath, 

I enquire whether she felt like suicide before and Pinkie 
replies that she did, everything was beastly and the film 
put the lid on. 


WEDNESDAY, 8TH MAY 

I am just changing my shoes to go out when Annie’s 
substitute knocks loudly upon my bedroom door and says 
in a hoarse voice, “It’s Lady Morley.” 

“On the telephone?” I enquire. 

“Naw, she’s Tiere,” says Annie’s substitute. “She’s 
wanting tae see you, but she wouldna’ say whit she wanted 
. . . she’s gey an’ auld and she’s got ane o’ they furry 
capes ...” 

By this time I am half-way down the stairs, for heaven 
alone knows what Annie’s substitute has said or done to 
my distinguished visitor. I had half-expected to find her 
languishing on the doorstep in the rain, but luckily she has 
been allowed to come into the hall. I welcome Lady Morley 
and say how glad I am to see her, and Lady Morley explains 
that she is staying at the Donford Arms for a few days 
because she wanted to see Tony— and it seemed quite 
impossible for the poor boy to get leave— and Tony 
suggested that she should call on me while she was here. 

I repeat that I am delighted to see her. 

“ You stayed at Charters Towers, didn’t you ?” says Lady 
Morley a trifle doubtfully. 

I reply that I have had that pleasure. 

“Yes,” says Lady Morley, “Yes, I was sure I had seen 
you before.” 

I have managed to get her into the drawing-room by 
this time— fortunately it seems fairly tidy— and I introduce 
Pinkie, who has been indulging in forty winks on the 
drawing-room sofa and arises therefrom, surprised and 
dishevelled but beautiful as ever. It is obvious that Lady 
Morley is struck with Pinkie ; she raises her lorgnette and 
looks at Pinkie intently and murmurs to herself, “ very nice 
indeed.” 

It is now incumbent upon me to invite my visitor to stay 
to tea and*X endeavour to do so cordially, though cordiality 
is somewhat difOicuit to achieve, because there are only 
three scones in the house and the remains of a madeira 
eake. In addition I am aware that Florence has no idea 
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where my best lace tea-clothes are kept, and I feel sure that 
her ministrations will compare unfavourably with those 
of the butler at Charters Towers. Lady Morley hesitates 
for a moment and my hopes soar high . . . then she 
accepts the invitation, saying that it is very kind, and hotel 
teas are so unappetising. Feel even more doubtful whether 
the three scones and the piece of stale madeira vrill meet 
with Lady Morley's approval. 

We sit down and talk, and, while we are talking Pinkie 
vanishes. Her defection annoys me a good deal, for I have 
been counting upon her to help entertain my guest. The 
truth is that Lady Morley and I inhabit different worlds 
and have so little in common that it is almost impossible 
for us to find subjects of conversation. Lady Morley does 
not help very much, for she is used to being entertained. 
She takes off her sable cape and waits for me to entertain 
her. I enquire whether she has been out to the camp, and 
whether she has seen Tony’s quarters, and she replies that 
the hut is very draughty. I remark that Tony looks well, 
and she agrees— though very reluctantly— that he does. We 
decide that Tony’s robust health must be due to the fact 
that Donford is a healthy place. Now that we are on the 
subject of health, I enquire for Sir Abraham, and Lady 
Morley replies that he is better. She makes this admission 
grudgingly, and adds that she does not know why he is 
better because the Specialist said Rest Was Essential and, 
now that Tony has gone, the management of the Estates 
has devolved upon Sir Abraham. I suggest that doctors are 
not always right and Lady Morley agrees that even Harley 
Street may make mistakes. We are still discussing Harley 
Street— a subject upon which I am entirely uninformed— 
when the door opens and tea appears ... a magnificent 
tea, which, to my startled eyes, seems like a vision from 
the Arabian Nights. I lose the thread of my visitor’s con- 
versation completely, as I behold scoifes and cakes and 
plates of thin bread and butter — or is it margarine— being 
laid out upon a snowy embroidered cloth. 

Pinkie strolls in and says, *‘Oh, is tea ready?” but her 
nonchalant manner does not deceive me, nor do I require 
the wink which is conveyed to me behind Lady Motley’s 
back, to inform me who is the author of the feast. 

Betty has been promoted to drawing-room tea (owing to 
the absence of Annie) and as she has not come down I 
make my excuses to Lady Morley and go upstairs to find 
her. It will be just as weli to get hold of Betty and see that 
she is clean and tidy before she makes her appearance . . . 

I find Betty sitting on the nursery floor with her legs 
stretched out in front of her and large tears pouring down 
her cheeks. ''‘I’m paralysed,” says Betty with a sob. “My 
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leg is paralysed— I’m like that little boy that goes to school 
—and can’t walk— ” 

“ Betty darling !” 

“I didn’t scream— because there’s lady in the drawing- 
room— I just bore it — — ” ^ 

“Darling !” I cry, hugging her. “Darling, you can’t be 
paralysed all of a sudden like that.” 

“ But I am’’ wails Betty. " I am, I tell you. I can’t move 
my leg at ail.” 

“Where does it hurt?” I enquire, feeling the injured 
limb— and in spite of all that I can do to remain calm my 
hands tremble. 

“ It doesn’t hurt,” she sobs, “ It doesn’t feel— Oh, dear, I 
shaU be like Freddie, I shan’t be able to walk ever again—” 

“ But what were you doing ?” I ask. “ When did you flnd- 
it had gone like that ? Can you bend your knee ? Do try 
to be sensible, darling.” 

Betty tries to be sensible and chokes back her tears. 
“ 1 was sitting on the floor,” she says with a little catch in 
her breath. “ I was sitting just here, playing with the doll’s 
house— and when I tried to get up — and I tried to stand— 
my leg was like cotton wool— and now it’s full of fizzy 
lemonade ” 

Just for a few moments I was frightened (and moments 
like these add years to one’s age), I had envisaged doctors, 
and wheel chairs, and a ghastly iron boot — ^but now I 
perceive that my ‘alarm was needless— “ Don’t cry,” I 
beseech Betty. “It’s quite all right— it’s nothing the least 
serious. Your leg has gone to sleep, that’s all . , . look; 
I’ll rub it for you.” 

I rub her leg briskly and after a few moments she smiles 
and says it has wakened up now, so we had better go dovra. 
to tea, and when her face has been washed and her hair 
brushed, she seems none the worse of her alarming ex- 
perience. Together'we descend the stairs and now that my 
anxiety is relieved my thoughts tetum to my visitor— I have 
left her for hours (or so it seems to me) and have left poor 
Pinkie to entertain her, but I soon find that I need not have 
worried, for the two of them are talking with animation. 

Pinkie turns to me and says, “ Oh, Hester, we just went 
on with tea — you don’t mind, do you ?” and turns back to 
Lady Morley and exclaims, “ Oh, but I like Adrian much 

Lady Morley replies, “ But Rupert is brilliant, and a very 
fine rider to hounds. My daughter has a great admiration 
for RupertJ’ 

It is obvious from this exchange that my guests have 
discovered mutual friends and, as I pour out Betty’s milk 
and spread honey on her scone, I hope devoutly that the 
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faxaily is numerous end diverse and that much remains to 

Wm ^you^haviTa sandwich, Lady Morley?” enquires 

Piiikie handing her a plate of delicious tomato sandwiches* 
Lady Morley refuses at first, hut, when pressed, she 
changes her mind ; whereupon Betty, who has been silent 
up to now, says in a loud voice, “You dont need to have 
one if you don’t like them, because we can easily finish 

*^^is^^pointed remark, from a hitherto dumb child, 
startles her ladyship considerably, and ™ak®s Pi^ie clmke. 
It startles me also, for I now perceive that Betty is sufier- 
ing from a reaction to her recent experience, and is feeling 
on top of the world. Her cheeks are very pir* and her eyes 
are shining, and she is ready to take an active part in the 
conversation. When Betty is in th^ mood she may say 
or do practically anything— and for all I know Lady Morley 
holds the opinion ttiat children should be seen and ncre 
heard. I grasp at the first conversation I can think of, 
and find myself telling Lady Morley that Beta’s nurse has 
left to be married, so Betty is having tea with us. 

Lady Morley says that, is very nice, but obviously does 

not think so. j. ^ a 

Betty says, "Yes, she’s being marned to-day and sbes 
going to send us some of her wedding cake — and then she s 
going for a honeymoon with Bollings— and then she s com- 
ing back — and when she comes back she isn t going to 
sleep with me any more— she’s going to sleep with BoUtogs 
—and they’re going to have the big room in the attic-— 
An-nifi and Bollings are— and it’s been painted and Papered 
—and the paper has got pink roses on it, and that s Annie s 
fav’rite flower— and Annie wUl he called Mrs. Brthngs ever 
after— and Mrs. Bollings will be written on her letters 
instead of Miss Wilkes— 1 should think the postman will 
get a surprise, don’t you ?” * , . xt. 

Lady Morley is too dazed to make any reply, and there 
is a short, but somewhat strained, silence. 

Pinkie says, “Will you have a piece of cake, Lady 
Morley ?” and she accepts it like a woman in a dream. 
Betty opens her mouth for further revelations, “Aimie 

has got a lovely new she begins, but I interrupt her 

hastily and say that we don’t want to hear any more about 
Aunic Just now — ^Lady Morley would not be interested, 

“ Why not ?” enquires Betty, looking at Lady Morley ip. 
surprise. “Why wouldn’t she be intrusted? I think Annie 
is a very intresting person ... I wonder if she will have 

twins !” ^ 

I reply with conviction thdt she wiU not, and enaeavour 
to change the subject by offering Betty a chocolate biscuit 



and. asking whether she has done her prep. But Betty is 
not so easily put off. , « „ , 

“How do you know?" she enquires .eagerly. ‘People 
always have babies when they’ve been married, so why 
shouldn’t Annie have twins Uke Mrs. MacDougali ? I think 
it would be lovely if Annie had twins, because I could look 
after them for her while she washed the dishes. I think we 
ought to get two babies’ cots and have them all ready just 
in case they come suddenly in the middle of the night when 
Annie isn’t expecting them. It would be awful if we had 
no beds for them.” 

Pinkie trys to damp Betty’s ardour by saying that Annie 
won’t have any babies for a long time, and I ■.assert my 
authority % telUng my daughter to go on with her tea 
and not talk so much. 

Betty says, “All right, I won’t talk any more— I just 
wanted to know . . . and I don’t see why Annie shouldn’t 
have twins to-morrow...” 

Pinkie says, “How lucky it is that you have got such 
nice weather for your stay in Donford, Lady Morley. The 
camp is splendid, isn’t it ? I can’t think how they manage 
to get the tents in such regular lines.” 

I say, “ Yes, we were over at the camp the other day, and 
we thought the lines remarkably regular. Of course Tony 
is so clever and capable ” 

Pinkie says, “yes, but don’t you remember he told us 
that the tents were put for them before they arrived ?’’ 

1 say, “Oh yes, how stupid of me to forget.” 

By this time Lady Morley has recovered a little ; she 
says it is time for her to go, because Tony is coming to 
dine with her at the hotel and she always rests before 
dinner. I press her to stay, but not very convincingly ; for 
I feel that I require rest as much as she does. Pinkie seizes 
her sable cape and puts it over her shoulders ; I retrieve 
her gloves from beneath the table and her bag from 
beneath the chair. We accompany her to the door — ^still 
talMng somewhat feverishly — and watch her as she hastens 
down the path to her large Daimler and is driven away. 


THUESDAY, 9TH MAY 

A letter arrives from Bryan. 

“ Dear Mummy,— How are you getting on ? I am getting 
on O.K. I got here safely and Uncle Richard met me it was 
dark because of the black-out. There were no lights at all 
except the cars it was not like London but of course it was. 
It is very nice here and I have got your room that you had 
when you were a little girl with bars on the windows. It 
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is all like you said I mean the gardens in the middle of the 
houses and all that. Well we went to a film and it was not 
in the afternoon either it was at night so you can ammagine 
how nice it was. It was Gone with the Wind and it lasted 
a long time but we had choclate creams to eat. We got a 
taxy and drove home and it was dark like the night I came. 
I think they must be rich because the house is so big and 
they have three servants and a basement and never mind 
about how many taxies or anything like that and you 
should just see how many pairs of shoOs Uncle Richard has 
much more than Dad and soots too. I did not look but just 
saw them when I was in his dressing-room and the door 
was open Imean the wardrope so I think they must be rich. 
It is jolly good food. Aunt Mary thinks I have nice maners 
because she said so and she is not so partickuler as you 
thought but very nice and just puts a clean towl when its 
dirty I mean the bathroom one but I do try. We bought 
some more collers because they get dirty in a minnit almost. 
It is because of the soot. Aunt Mary liked buying them with 
me but I payed out of the two pounds so then she bought 
some choclate for me so I scored. At the restaron where 
Uncle Richard took us we had lobster and he said you pay 
the same and it does not matter whether you eat it or not 
so I was glad he said that at the beginning. Then he said 
it was worth taking somebody who enjoyed their food, so 
I said well anybody would injoy lobster. There were people 
too and we did not go home till half -past nine but 
other nights I go to bed erly to make up. It is his left arm 
so we were right. She has just come in and said tell Mummy 
you are a very nice gest so I am telling you. So you dont 
need to worry. I shall have lots to tell people when I go 
back to school speshully Edgeburton. It will make a lot of 
diflrance I mean Edgeburton wont be so cocky. Heed better 
not. 

Please give my love to Pinkie and Betty and love to you 
too. 

Your loving 

BRYAN.” 


WEDNESDAY, 15TH MAY 

The last few days have been anxious ones for everyone. 
Pinkie and I have listened to so many news bulletins that 
we are becoming quite dazed. Pinkie makes the sensible 
suggestion that we should ration ourselves, and only listen 
two or three times dafly, and I agree, but somehow or other 
we don’t seem able to keep this resolution, and continue to 
listen whenever we can. Pinkie says she would not feel so 
awful If she could do something, and enquires whether I 
t.hinfe she could get into the Wrens. When I ask, “Why 



PART II: APRIL-MAY 


replies, “WeU the Navy’s so marvellous, 
isn t it ? We make enquiries about Wrens and find that 
ttiey will have nobody under eighteen, which rules out 
Pinkie s hopes for nearly a year. There is so much War 
Bulletins, in Newspapers, and so much talk 
ataoim the War that I do not intend to write about it in 
my diary Indeed my diary is a sort of escape from the 
war . . . though it is almost impossible to escape from the 
anxieties which it brings. 

« written this when Mamie rings up and says. 
Oh, Hester, Sergeant-Major Craven has been killed, and 
Herbert says I must go and see Mrs. Craven ... I thought 
perhaps you would go. You know her better than I do.” 
Trir i5 i ^ ^ to-morrow and enquire whether 

nothtog Battalion, but Mamie knows 


SATURDAY, 18TH MAY 

It is a pleasant custom in Donford for morning shonner^ 
to meet in Ye Olde Tea Shoppe at eleven o’clock and par- 
take the coffee and conversation. Before the war we used 
to chat about clothes and children and the delinqueS 
of our servants, but when the war started we talked about 
the war. Stella Hardford’s nephew is in thl RAli and we 
heard a good deal about his exploits ; Mamie Carter’s cook 
had a cousin who was scullery maid at No. 10 Downing 

possessor of Inside Information • 
Grace MacDougall is always in the know, and was willing 
to enlighten her friends . . . but soon there was a change in 
our attitude, for we were told that we were surrounSbv 
^les HRler’s agent might be hiding behind The pSiJn 
which SCI eens the service door, Mussolini’s myrmidon miah-t 
be lurking beneath the settee. It must be admitted that 
conversation languished when the war was ruled out as a 
topic to be discussed in a public place — some of us tried to 
^capture a little of our pre-war interest in domestic 
matters, but it was a half-hearted attempt. “‘^raostic 

Most of the usual coffee drinkers are already present 
when I shde into my chair. Stella and Mamie are here to 
represent the Regiment, and Mrs, Huntley and Mrs. Mars- 
den to represent the town. Mrs. Huntley is talking about 

familiar with them and some- 
what bored at the extra trouble which they cwcasion 
nobody is very interested in what she is saying, rad it is 
with a feeling* of relief that I see the swing door onen and 
Grace MacDougall appear, for Grace Tan be 

depended upon to enliven the proceedings. 
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Hallo, eYeryone !” exclaims Grace, as she pulls out a 
chair and seats herself upon it, Hallo, Mamie, hov/'s 
Jane . , . what do you call those ?” she adds, producing a 
packet of labels from her shopping bag and placing them 

''Labels!'" cry several of us in surprised chorus. 

Grace nods, " Yes, labels,” she says, " but they call them- 
selves luggage tags.” 

We now perceive that the packet, which Grace has placed 
upon the table, bears the words " luggage tags ” written 
upon it in large black letters. 

"Luggage tags !” says Grace again, "Why luggage tags ? 
Can any one tell me why ? It's longer, it's uglier, it isn't 
even more descriptive.” 

"It isn’t only labels,” says Mrs. Marden thoughtfully, 
"They are altering the names of almost everything, and 
altering them for the worse,” 

" Footwear,” I suggest, for this particular patronym has 
always annoyed me profoundly. 

" Yes,” agrees Grace, immediately. " Yes, footwear. 
What's the matter with shoes-^o. good, sound, solid, English 
word-footwear, indeed I” 

" I went to buy a petticoat and they offered me an under- 
skirt !” cries Mrs. Huntley. 

"I wanted a pair of pyjamas,” says Stella, "and they 
showed me slumber-suits !” 

"Dental Cream instead of tooth-paste,” puts in Mamie 
eagerly. 

The list grows longer and longer, as we all rack our 
brains and try to out-do each other in suggesting 
further examples of homologous names. " Neckwear,” 
"foundation garments” and "pullovers” are all suggested 
and condemned.. 

Yes, Grace has started a hare which provides good sport, 
and if Hitler's agent is lurking behipd the screen he will 
be vastly disappointed. 


TUESDAY, 21ST MAY 

Return home from a shopping expedition, and discover 
that various disasters have befallen my household during 
my absence ; the meat has not arrived in time to be cooked 
for lunch ; Mrs, Fraser has mislaid the key of the store- 
cupboard, and Annie's substitute has dropped a valuable 
cut glass bowl and smashed it to atoms. The bowl was a 
present from Tim’s uncle and aunt— Uncle Joe- and Aunt 
Posy— and I have alw^ays taken the greatest care of it. We 
have moved fourteen times since our wedding day and the 
boM has survived, but Annie's! substitute has been too much, 
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for it. What annoys me even more than actual breakage 
is the fact that Florence shows no regret and expresses no 
apology whatsoever. 

** What were you doing with it ?” I enquire, as I view the 
shattered remains. “ Why didn’t you leave it alone ?” 

was having a wee look round,” replies Florence 
cheerfully. 

“There was no need to move the bowl. It was on the 
top shelf.” 

“ Aye, that’s where it was, I just thocht I’d take it doon 
and have a luik at it and it slipped oot o’ my hand. You’ll 
easy get anither,” 

This is adding insult to injury, and I reply, “Indeed I 
can’t. It was a valuable bowl 1” 

Florence smiles in a superior manner, “ Och, away !” she 
says. “It was just a wee glass bowl. Woolworth’s is full 
o’ wee bowls like yon . . 

Words fail me — ^which perhaps is just as well — and I turn 
and walk away. I seem to have carried out this manceuvre 
several times in the last few days, (I seem to be constantly 
turning and walking away from Florence) but the fact is 
she annoys me so much that I cannot trust myself to 
remain in her vicinity. . .Thank Heaven Annie will be 
back on Friday, I say to myself, as I go upstairs . . . 

The tale of disasters is not yet complete, for, as I am 
about to remove my hat, I become aware of strange thump- 
ings and rattlings emanating from the bathroom. My first 
induction is that Mrs. Fraser has heated up the boiler again 
(she has a habit of piling on fuel to such an extent that 
the water boils in the pipes and, on several occasions, we 
have exchanged bitter words on the subject), but no, this 
noise is different, it is a human noise (so to speak). I 
rush to the bathroom door and find it locked. 

“It’s me i” cries Betty from within. “Mummy, it’s me— 
I’m in here and the Jock has stuck— I can’t get out.” She 
bumps and rattles and bangs at the door in her efforts to 
liberate herself, and I realise that her imprisonment is 
driving her quite mad. 

“Betty, don’t !” I cry, “Don’t bang on the door. Try it 
slowly. Hold the key with both hands.” 

“I’ve tried every way,” she declares, “I’ve tried and 
tried ... so now I’m just banging ’’—and with that comes 
the sound of a soft but fairly solid body being hurled 
against the unyielding wood. 

“Betty, stop it at once,” I cry. “There’s no need to foe^ 
frightened. I’ll send for the plumber and he’ll take off the' 
lock.” * 

“ How long will he be ?” 

“ Not very long. Can’t you pretend that you’re a lion in 
the Zoo?” I enquire anxiously. 
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Betty says, “I don’t think so — it’s difhcult to pretend 
things all by yourself— and Pm so lonely r 
It is obvious from her shaky voice that Betty is very _ 
near tears, and I decide that I cannot leave her in solitary 
confinement until the plumber can be fetched, so I go 
outside and examine the window with a view to climbing in. 
Mrs, Fraser follows me expostulating loudly, and declaring 
that I shah break my neck . . . “ and that’ll be anither 
disaster in the hoose.” 

We’ve had three already,” I reply. 

'' Aye, but I’ve found the key,” she declares. “ It wis in 
the pocket of my other apron ... so there’s only been 
two ...” 

It would be a major disaster if I broke my neck, but there 
is no reason to anticipate such an occurrence, for if the 
steps are brought and reared against the wall I can climb 
on to the roof of the wash-house and from thence to the 
gable. The bathroom window is large enough to admit me 
and will open from the bottom. Mrs. Fraser is unconverted 
by this simple explanation, and continues to make objec- 
tions, You’ll never do it,” she declares. ** It’s a daft-like 
thing altogether. I’ll not have hand nor part in it. We’ve 
telephoned auld Growther and he’ll be here before very 
long,” 

He won’t be here for at least half an hour,” I reply. 
Send the gurrl,” whispers Mrs. Fraser, nodding towards 
the pantry window, where Florence’s head is visible. 

This idea does not appeal to me at all, and I point out 
that she might break her neck, but Mrs. Fraser doesn’t 
seem to think that this would matter. 

The steps are brought and reared against the wall, but 
unfortunately they are too short for my purpose. I can 
reach the edge of the roof with the tips of my fingers, but 
am unable to pull myself up. 

‘"There !” says Mrs. Fraser, with a smb. of relief, “There, 
ye’ll no can do it. We’ll need to wait for auld Growther 
after all.” But by this time Betty’s sobs are distinctly 
audible and I refuse to be beaten. W© carry out the kitchen 
table, and put the steps on the top of it— they are amply 
long enough now — and I prepare to make the ascent. 

“ I doot ye’ll fall,” murmurs Mrs. Fraser. “ It’s a daft-like 
affair — ^I gave Annie my word I’d look oot for you while 
was away — she’ll no be best pleased gin she comes hame 

and finds you’ve broken your neck ” 

By this time I have mounted the table and have put my 
foot on the steps. Mrs. Fraser is holding them, but, in 
spite of her ©Sorts to steady them, they wobble uncomfort- 
ably, I look up and take a grip of the ivy on the wall, and 

assure myself that I can do it easily 

“Here, stop !” cries a voice in peremptory tones, Hester, 


come down . . . what are you doing ? Wait ! Hold on a 

■.■moment;!” ■.'''■ 

It is Tony Morley, and he is approaching rapidly- 
running up the path from the gate and waving his arms 
and shouting— Mrs. Fraser grabs my skirt, so I am obliged 
to wait, and when Tony arrives at the base of operations, 
she proceeds to enlighten him. It is obvious that she 
regards Tony as an ally, and a valuable one at that, per- 
haps she is remembering the assistance he rendered her 
in weighing out the ingredients for her cake . . . “ Tm 
thankful you^ve come,” she declares. “I^m just thankful. 
Maybe you can do something with her . . . shell break her 
neck, and if I’ve tellt her once, I’ve tellt her hawf a dizen 
times, but when she’s set on a thing, she’s neether to 
hawd nor to bind . . , ” 

** I know,” agrees Tony gravely. I can sympathise with 
you, cook. The mule has a plastic nature compared with 
Mrs. Christie.” 

Betty’s face now appears at the bathroom window ; there 
are tears on her cheeks, but she is smiling through them so 
cheerfully that it looks as if a rainbow might suddenly 
spring to view. Oh, are you going to climb up ?” she 
enquires. “Oh, what fun! I’m like the princess in the 
tower— you know the story— Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down 
your hair 1” 

“ Well, let it down, then,” says Tony, looking up at her. 

“But I can’t because it’s too short,” replies Betty, 
chuckling. 

“Then I’ll have to do without^ I suppose.” 

Tony has mounted the table, and is about to climb the 
ladder when it occurs to me that Betty has recovered very 
rapidly from her tears, and being of a suspicious nature I 
call to him to wait, and take a firm grip of his tunic to 
make sure that he obeys the command. 

“ Why is he to waif?” asks Betty. “ Oh, do let him come. 
It’s such fun — Oh, do let him, Mummy!” 

“Is the door still locked?” I enquire in tones which will 
brook no prevarication. 

Betty’s face changes. “Well ... no,” she says reluctantly. 
“As a matter of fact it’s open now. I put my toothbrush 
through the handle of the key and it turned quite easily.” 


SATURDAY, 25TH MAY 

Tony Morie^ and young Craddock drop in to tea. The 
latter is in tennis kit, and asks if Pinkie will come down to 
the courts for a game. I am somewhat surprised that Tony 
does not want to play too, as he is a good player and ex- 
tremely keen. The young people go off in great form, and 


94 


MRS. TIM CARRIES ON 


Tony and I watch them from the window. It has now become 
obvious that Tony is not himself, he is grave and silent and 
replies shortly to my attempts at conversation and, when I 
ask if anything is the matter, he evades the question and 
enquires if I have any idea where the Battalion is. This is 
so unlike Tony that I feel my heart sinking ... it is a definite 
physical sensation. 

It^s no use worrying,^* says Tony, but still , , , I mean 
if you have any idea where they are . . P and he adds that 
he wishes to goodness he was there, in the thick of it, instead 
of sitting here at home trying to instil the elements of 
soldiering into a lot of half-baked farm labourers and shop 
assistants. 

This is still more unlike Tony, who is really and truly 
very proudi of his Battalion and jproud of its! progress and its 
esprit de corps. I seize his arm and demand an explanation. 

ought to be there,'" says Tony. “ They need everyone, 
and need them nowP 

Although I have listened to the news bulletins and read 
the papers assiduously, it has never occurred to me that the 
situation in Prance is desperately grave. It has never crossed 
my mind that our Army could possibly be defeated. I 
explain to this Tony, and he replies that it may be all right, 
but even our fellows can"t do much against such over- 
whelming odds. The enemy has taken Boulogne ... he 
doesn't like that, somehow ... he didn't mean to alarm me, 
but he just wondered if I had any idea where the Battalion 
was. . . . ' 

“ Tony I” I excloim. ** You simply must explain the whole 
thing. I'm a perfect fool, of course, but I believe I could 
understand it if it was explained to me. . . I'll get a map.” 
After some persuasion Tony agrees to give me an idea of the 
situation. We sit down at the table with the map between 
us, and he points out the position of the various forces 
engaged. The “ gap,” of which we h&ve heard so much in 
the last few days, has increased in width and German 
armoured divisions have penetrated to our rear. Unless the 
gap can be closed, and closed quickly . . . but perhaps they'll 
be able to close it,” says Tony without much conviction. 

I am still poring over the map—and now that 1 under- 
stand the position I wonder how I can have been blind to 
the danger— “ How will they get away ?” I enquire, and there 
is a horrible sick feeling in my breast. 

Get away ?” says Tony. ** It hasn't come to that . , . 
not yet.” 
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THURSDAY, 1ST AUGUST 

Ifc lis over two months since I wrote anything in my diary 
. . . two months which have seemed like two years. I do not 
think that any two months in the whole history of the 
world have been so full of terrible events. Holland, Belgium 
and France have all fallen victims to Germany's lust for 
power. Her armies have swept over Western Europe like a 
tidal wave, bringing misery and terror and destruction to 
millions of innocent people. 

The retreat of the Expeditionary Force and their evacua- 
tion from Dunkirk are past history now. Our Battalion was 
evacuated and has now re-formed somewhere in England 
. . . but Tim has not come back. There has been no news of 
him— either good or bad— he seems to have vanished off 
the face of the earth. Sometimes I feel hopeful— I feel it is 
impossible that anything could happen to Tim without my 
knowing it in my very bones —and sometimes I am crushed 
with despair. Oh, Tim, where are you ? You can't have 
gone away and left me here in this horrible, terrifying, 
world alone 1 

My heart is like a stone without any feeling in it at all 
I go on doing things just the same— eating and drinking, 
counting socks, ordering food, talking to people in the 
street and replying to their questions— but it is not really 
Hester who does these things, it is a sort of robot who 
looks like Hester and carries on in her place. 

Pinkie is a great comfort to me and shows great under- 
standing. She is kind, but not too kind. She does not worry 
me as some people do. It worries me when people stop me 
in the street and ask for news. They turn their eyes away 
when I reply, ** No, I have no news of him. . . not yet,” and 
I can see that they are sure he will not" come back. Letters 
come from all sorts of people asking for news. Some of the 
writers are sure that Tim is dead— they don't say so, of 
course, and their conviction is hidden beneath a false veneer 
of hopefulness. Others assure me that he is a prisoner in 
German hands ; they are quite certain of it, but can give 
no reason for their belief. There is a letter from a medium 
offering to put me in touch with Tim— or, failing that, with 
one of Tim's comrades who has Passed Over. There are 
letters which urge me to be brave and face up to it, and 
letters which are one long moan about the causes of the war, 
and our unpreparedness, about the collapse of Belgium and 
the rottenness of France, and the incompetence of our 
leaders. (Pinkie says, “Don't read them, darling, they're 
just silly, and they make you miserable,” but I have to read 
them.) 



There is only one letter which strikes the right note and 
brings me a feeling of relief. It is from Tim’s Uncle Joe, 
who lives in Essex— near Cobstead. Like all the Christies 
he was a soldier, but when his father (Tim’s grandfather) 
died, Uncle Joe sent in his papers and retired to Winch Hall, 
the old family place. He was a gay dog— or so says the 
family legend— but he never married, and his sister lives 
with him and keeps house for him. Perhaps the reason that 
Uncle Joe’s letter does not Jar me, as the others do, is because 
Uncle Joe is very fond of Tim, so he is able to understand 
my feelings ... “We are both very sorry for you,” writes 
Uncle Joe, “ and it would be foolish to say don’t worry. We 
are worrying quite a lot ourselves and nothing seems worth 
while, but we both have a strong feeling that Tim is all 
right, and that he will come back soon. From what I hear 
France is in a desperate muddle, people are still drifting back 
in various ways, and will continue to do so for some time. 
You will let us know if you hear anything from Tim. Alice 
Joins me in sending love to you and the children. It would 
be nice if you could all come and stay with us during the 
holidays — we are getting old, and we have not seen you for 
a long time— but perhaps before we make any plans we had 
better wait a little and see what Hitler is going to do next. 

It looks as if his Blitzkreig on England may start pretty 
soon, and we are in the front line here.” 

I pass the letter to Pinkie, and Pinkie reads it through. 
“ That’s what I call a sensible letter,” she declares. “ They 
must be nice- why don’t you go and stay with them for 
a bit?” 

“ Because ...” I begin and then I stop. 

“I know,” says Pinkie. “You can’t leave here because 
Major Tim might come back ... or you might get a letter 
telling you where he is. No, of course, you can’t go.” She 
hesitates for a moment and then enquires, “ But I thought 
Uncle Joe’s sister was called Aunt Posy ? ” 

“ We call her Aunt Posy,” I reply, “ but her real name is 
Alice. Tim used to go and stay with them when he was a 
little boy, and it was he who called her Aunt Posy. She is 
plump and smiling like the plump and smiling aunt in the 
story of Little White Barbara.” 

Pinkie does not respond to this explanation, and I realise, 
in some surprise, that she is too young to have been brought 
up on the little green books which were our delight when 
we were small. 


MONDAY, 5TH AUGUST 

I am sitting at the open window trying to read a book 
when Tubby Baxter is shown in. His sudden appearance is 
unexpected, for, although I am aware that he came back 
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from Dunkirk, I had no idea that he was in Donford. Tubby 
is an old friend of mine— he and I have shared some odd 
experiences— and when I see him walk in, I feel that I am 
going to cry. It seems such a long time since those care-free 
days at Biddington, and Tubby has changed. He looks older 
and more responsible ; his round, cheery face has bone in it 
now, and his jaw is more in evidence. Fortunately I am able 
to control myself, and to welcome him in a sensible manner. 

“It's about the Major,” says Tubby, sitting down and 
looking me straight in the face (what a relief, after those 
turning-away glances to which I have become accustomed). 
“It's about the Major . . . only you mustn't think I know 
very much, because I don't. It was all such a muddle you 
see . . . but I just thought you'd like to hear what little I 
do know, and that's why I came.” 

“ It's very nice of you, Tubby.” 

“ No, it isn't,” says Tubby firmly. “ It's just— well— quite 
an ordinary thing to do— besides I wanted to see you. I 
saw a good deal of the Major during the retreat," continues 
Tubby. “ We all saw a good deal of him— in fact he seemed 
to be everywhere at once. He was full of beans. He was 
simply splendid— and I'm not just saying this to you— 
everyone said he was splendid. We marched and marched. 
You got dazed after a bit and just went on marching— it was 
a job to keep the Jocks from falling out— some of them were 
pretty footsore. The Major was here and there and every- 
where, joking with them and chivvying them along, and 
when jokes didn't work he gave them hell. I don’t believe 
half the Battalion would be here if it hadn't been for the 
Major. I could tell you more about it if I hadn't been so 
dazed . . . looking back it all seems like a dream ; not a very 
nice dream, either. Well, I've tried to remember the last 
time I saw him and I'm pretty certain it was at a funny 
little village; I don't know what it was called, but it was 
rather like an English village, there w^pre trees about, and 
a sort of green in the middle. We fell out there for a meal 
and a few hours' rest. I lay under a tree on that green I was 
telling you about. I knew we couldn't stay long, because the 
Bosche was pretty close behind ... so after I'd had a bit of 
a rest I got up and went round to collect the Jocks. I passed 
the Major sitting on a doorstep putting on his puttees, and 
he looked up and grinned at me— he was cheerful as anything 
—“Hallo, Tubby 1” he said, “ Hallo, Tubby, are you enjoying 
yourself ?” Of course I said I was. We talked for a minute 
about the men, and then I asked him where he thought we 
were going. You can ask him things like that, I knew he 
wouldn't mind and I knew he wouldn't tell me unless he 
thought I ought to know. I said,‘' Where d'you think we're 
making for, sir and what'll happen when we get there ?” 
He smiled and said, “Dunkirk, and you'll have to swim, 
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Tubby/' So then I said, ** That's all right, sir. I just wanted 
to know. It'll be a change from walking, anyhow.” He 
laughed quite a lot ... So then I said something about see- 
ing him in mid-channel— damn silly of coui-se, but every- 
thing seemed pretty silly, somehow-— and he looked up at me 
with a funny sort of look . . . it was a serious sort of look 
. . . and said, “ No, Tubby, you won't see me inj mid-channel. 
I haven't got fins,” I said, “I suppose you're going to fly, 
sir ?” and he shook his head and said he hadn't got wings, 
either. I didn't like to say any more, but I just waited, and 
he finished rolling his puttees and stood up, and then he 
said, Perhaps I'll stay on a bit with the Froggies. I love the 
Froggies, don't you, Tubby ? It would break my heart to 
leave them in such an unceremonious way . . Of course 
he didn’t mean it,” says Tubby earnestly, He didn't mean 
that he loved them, because he doesn't but he did mean 
something 

I have followed the story with breathless attention, and 
now that it is ended I am a trifle disappointed and more 
than a trifle puzzled, I enquire what meaning Tubby 
attaches to Tim's enigmatic statement. 

Tubby says : ‘‘ The Major talks like that sometimes, and 
it sounds like nonsense, but it really means something,” 
What could it mean ?” I enquire. 

‘^ril tell you what I think.” says Tubby gravely. ‘"I 
think he has been given something to do— some sort of 
job — and he's doing it, and he’ll come back when he's done 
it. That's what I think.” 

I look at Tubby, and Tubby looks at me — ^straight in 
the eyes. 

Oh, I know it sounds a bit fantastic,” says Tubby 
apologetically, **but the whole thing was fantastic— you 

wouldn't believe half the things I could tell you 

Germans dressed as British Staff Officers waiting for us at 
cross roads, and giving us orders, telling us to take the left 
fork and retake a village. Yes, it’s perfectly true. We jolly 
nearly did it, too, and, if we had, we'd have walked straight 
into a neatly prepared trap . . . but that’s a different story,” 
says Tubby, ”I'll tell about it some time. Let's get this 
straight about the Major first.” 

“ But we can't get much further, can we ?” 

” No,” says Tubby, “ but he did mean something, I know 
.him awfully well, because he was my company commander 
for ages, and I know the sort of things he says, I remember 
one day in Mess ; we were having tea, and he took my cup 
and pretended to read my fortune. He said, * Oh, Tubby, I 
see a journ^ for you, here,’ and he went on and told me all 
about my Journey— it was dashed funny— everyone in the 
Mess was in fits over it, and I was, too. But, whereas the 
others thought it was all nonsense, I knew quite well what 
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it meant— -and lie knew that I understood. You see the fact i 

WSLS he knew I wanted leave awfully badly, and he had fixed 
it for me, and that was his way of telling me.” 

I am silent, for the story is so typical of Tim that it has 
given me a lump in my throat. 

It's the same sort of thing.” Continued Tubby earnestly. 

'' It really is . . . you see it, don't you ? So you won't worry 
about him, will you, Mrs. Tim, because I don’t mind betting 
that hell come through all right.” 

A drowning man clutches at a straw, so perhaps this is 
why I cling to Tubby's story and am somewhat comforted. 

We talk for a little longer, and then Tubby gets up to go ^ 

and I accompany him to the gate (for, to tell the truth, I 
am loath to part from him.) Fortunately, as he turns 
away I happen to notice a roll of manuscript in his pocket, 
and have the presence of mind to enquire whether he has 
written anything lately. 

Nothing much . . says Tubby, in an embarrassed sort 
of voice, at least I mean I have, really . .. . but you don't 
want to be bothered with it . . . and . . . well, it's probably, 
awfully rotten. . . .” 

I cut short these incoberencies by removing the manu- 
■script from Tubby's pocket, and saying that of course I want 
to read it. , 

Tubby says : “ Oh, v/ell . . . but I don't see why you 
should bother ... it isn't funny or anything: , . . just, an 
idea I had . . , quite footling ... at least the idea wasn't 
exactly footling, but I’ve made a hash of it. Well . . , 
thanks awfully . . . you'll . . . you'll tell me what you think 
... I mean . . , well , . . thanks awfully, Mrs. Tim.” 


DUNKIRK, 1940 . 

We were not broken men, we were betrayed 
O’ercome by cruel odds but undismayed. 

Out of the fog of treachery came we 
In Regiments, in Companies or one by one. 

We stood half-dazed and looked upon the sea 
And, in the glory of the setting sun 
Amongst those rosy clouds beyond the foam, 

We dreamed that we could see the shores of home. 
The Israelites, in wondering surprise, 

Saw the sweet peace of Canaan's fertile jparts ; 

Our land was hidden from our longing eyes, 

Yet it was clear and living in our hearts. 

Oh, England, island home, fair as a star 

How near you seemed that day— and yet how far I 
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When Israel escaped from Pharaoh's might 
The Red Sea lay before them in the wind, 

And Pharaoh's chariots, spoiling for the fight, 

Came rolling up behind. ■ ' 

God wrought great things for Israel that day 
He plucked them safely from the tyrant’s hands 
The sea rolled back and left a narrow way 
And Israel went dryshod to happier lands. 

Did others think as I ? Did other men 
Long for that wonder to be wrought again? 

Oh, that these waters, bounding with the breeze. 

Could suddenly divide 

And leave a narrow path between the seas 

With towering walls of foam on either side. 

So we (like Isra'blities in days of yore) 

Might gain a happier shore! 

A miracle there was, but not as I had prayed, 

God stretched His hand and “Peace be still” He said. 

And lo, this channel ’twixt unquiet seas, 

Fretted by tides that never rest nor sleep, 

Excited by the winds, stirred by the breeze, 

Plagued by the currents’ sweep; 

This restless water hemmed by rocky land 
Lies still beneath the shadow of His hand. 

Calm lie the waters now, the winds have died ; 

No wave, no swell, no undertow is here. 

Calm lie the waters and the ebbing tide 
Laps gently as a sheltered English mere. 

And now from England’s shore our brothers come 
To bring us safely home. 

Amidst a storm of fire — a very hell— 

Comes yacht and ferry-boat and collier barge, 

Comes sloop and ketch and dancing cockleshell 
Comes little boat— and large. 

A double miracle to set us free — 

Lion-hearted men, calm sea. 


FRIDAY, 16TH AUGUST 

Pinkie bounds into my room before breakfast and says 
that she heard the butcher’s boy telling Annie that we got 
a hundered and sixty-nine German aeroplanes yesterday, 
and isn’t it simply splendid. I agree that it is marvellous, 
but add that I cannot help thinking about the German 
airmen’s mothers. 

Pinkie says : But you mustn’t think of them, darling. 
We’ve got beyond that. It’s a case of them or us.” 
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I realise that Pinkie is right. There is no room for 
sentiment now. 

The post is late arriving, and after breakfast, when I 
am sitting in the drawing-room adding up accounts (and 
wondering somewhat sadly why it is that large sums of 
money seem to melt away so quickly in a lot of small sums,) 
Pinkie comes in with a letter in her hand. It’s from Aunt 
Elinor,” she says. '*Aunt Elinor wants me to go home.” 
(Her expression is lugubrious in the extreme.) And it isn’t 
the first letter,” says Pinkie. “ I mean she’s been writing 
and writing, but I took no notice because I didn’t want to 
go, and now— for some reason or other — she seems to be a 
bit fed up. Isn’t it silly of her ?” 

“But Pinkie ...” 

“Of course I’ve been here for ages,” continues Pinkie. 
“ You asked me to come for a few days and I’ve stayed for 
months — ^Aunt Elinor says it’s awful of me. She doesn’t 
know what I’m thinking of. . , she says I’m to go home 
to-morrow.” 

I look at Pinkie, and Pinkie looks at me. Pinkie says, 
“It’s for you to decide, Hester darling. It’s like this, you 
see, if you want me to go, I’ll go, but if you want me to 
stay, a thousand wild horses won’t drag me away— that’s 
all, really.” 

The situation might have been delicate, but it isn’t for 
Pinkie is so frank and straightforward and sensible that we 
can thrash out the matter quite comfortably, I explain 
that I don’t want her to go at all, and that if she goes I 
shall miss her horribly, but perhaps she ought to go 
back to Aunt Elinor. Pinkie owes a good deal to Elinor 
Bradshaw, and must remember that ... so if Aunt Elinor 
wants her . , . 

“ But she doesn’t,” declares Pinkie with conviction. “ She 
never wants me. I’m no use to her at all. She treats me as 
if I were seven years old, and never tells me anything . . . 
why, you treat Betty much more reasonably than Aunt 
Elinor treats me.” 

This is amazing, of course, because Pinkie is a whole 
person, and an extremely interesting and amusing com- 
panion. 

“It’s true” says Pinkie— quite unnecessarily, for I know 
her too well to doubt her word. 

“ Then, why?” I enquire, in a somewhat puzzled manner. 

“ Oh, because she thinks I’m a nuisance,” says Pinkie 
frankly. “ I’m a nuisance to her, so she thinks I’m a nuisance 
to you. She explains all that quite clearly in her letter. Am 
I a nuisance, Hester? You had better say quite»honestly!” 

Far from being a nuisance, Pinkie is the greatest comfort 
to me, and I tell her so in no uncertain terms. 

“I knew it,” says Pinkie, hugging me so tightly that I 
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am nearly throttled. I know it all the time, only I had to 
ask you, hadn't I? ... I should know at once if I was a 
nuisance to you . . . anybody would know, wouldn't they?" 

Almost anybody would," I reply in a strangled voice, 

''Almost anybody," agrees Pinkie, "And anybody like 
me (who had been brought up by people who didn't like them 
much and only had them in the house because they hadn’t 
got a mother, and their father was in India, and they had 
nowhere else to go) would be one of the very first to knov/ 
they were being a nuisance.” 

" Oh, Pinkie ” I exclaim in distress. 

She hugs me again, "It's all right,” she says. "I’m not 
moaning about it . , . I hate people who moan, don’t you? 
And as a matter of fact, it’s only since I have come here and 
. . . and been with you ... that I realise what it was like 
before . . . It’s so lovely to be wanted,'^ says Pinkie, earnestly. 

Her face is very close to mine, her skin with its fair fine 
texture, the hair which springs from her forehead like living 
gold. I put my cheek against hers and say, " I want you 
awfully badly. Pinkie.” 

" We want each other,” Pinkie sa^^s, " so it’s simply 
perfect.” She gives me another hug, and then rises and 
shakes herself into a more sensible frame of mind. "So 
that's settled,” says Pinkie, " and I can go and write to Aunt 
Elinor this very minute and tell her that I’m not coming.” 

I implore her to be tactful, and she promises that she 
will be, and goes upon her way rejoicing. 

SATURDAY, 17 TH AUGUST 

It is nearly midnight, and everyone else has gone to bed, 
but I am still sitting by the open window in the drawing- 
room. This has been one of my bad days, I have carried a 
load of misery upon my shoulders since early morning, and 
nothing I could do would lessen it — ^how curious that some 
days should be much worse than others! Hope is like a 
fitful fiame that springs up and flickers and wanes without 
visible cause. 

How quiet it is! The moon is shining so brightly that 
there are no stars to be seen. I have the feeling that every- 
one in the world is asleep— but I know that it is not so. All 
over Europe there are people— men and women— keeping 
watch. There are aeroplanes, laden with death, speeding 
across the sky; there are sailors on the look-out; there are 
thousands of women like me who cannot sleep because their 
hearts are torn with anxiety ... all over Europe the shadow 
of suffering lies. 

I sit and think about it, and in some strange way it is a 
relief to give way to misery. It does nobody any harm, for 
there is nobody to see. Just for a few moments I can take 
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oft -the mask of cheerfulness. Just for a few moments I can 
allow myself to think. Despair rolls over me like a breaking 
wave . . . despair, not only for myself, but for us all . , . 
and the tears which wet my cheeks are for all wives and 
mothers. . . . 

Suddenly I am startled by a loud knocking which resounds 
through the silent house and, realising that it is someone 
knocking on the front door, I rise and go through the hall 
to open it and see who is there; but when I reach the door 
I pause with my hand on the key. Is it wise to open the 
door at this hour of night without knowing who is outside? 
I am hesitating and trying to decide what to do when 
another volley of knocks makes me jump and sets my heart 
racing . . . the knocking is so peremtory that the stout oak 
door rattles and groans upon its hinges. 

“ Who's there?" I enquire as firmly as I am able. 

A voice says: '‘Hester, is that you? For Goodness' Sake 
open the door . . . I've been ringing the bell and knocking 
for ages ... I thought you were all dead.” 

It is Tim's voice — there is no doubt about that — it is Tim 
. . , my hands tremble so that I can scarcely undo the bolts, 
but at last the bolts are undone and the key turned and the 
door flies open. 

, " Tim!” I cry, as I fling myself into his arms. 

“Hester!” cries Tim, almost squeezing me to death. 

“Tim!” 

“Hester!” 

“Tim!” 

We keep on saying “Hester" and “Tim" for several 
minutes in the most idiotic manner. I have to feel him ail 
over with my hands to convince myself that he is real and 
whole; and, when the door is shut and the light turned 
I still have the uncomfortable sensation that I may be 
dreaming, for he looks so unlike himself, and so different 
from what I expected. His hair is long— much longer than 
I have ever seen it — and his military moustache is gone, and 
instead of being clad in Service Kit, or battle dress (garments 
in which an ofdcer returned from the field of battle might 
reasonably be expected to appear) , Tim is arrayed in a pair 
of baggy blue serge trousers and a navy blue jersey with a 
high neck. He sees my surprise and laughs— “But it is 
really me," he says. 

“I know," I cry, hugging him. “I know it's you . . ^ 
only I'm so afraid that I’m dreaming." 

“You’ve been worrying,” he says. “I couldn't let you 
know I was safe— it must have been pretty beastly for you." 

I assure lum that it was, and add that if it had not been 
for Tubby should have gone quite mad, 

“Tubby has been holding your hand?" enquires Tim^, 
smiling. 
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■ ”Not exactly. He told me wlaat"you had' said— that yoB- 
had been detailed for a special job.” 

Tim looks at me in smprise,.' enquires, 

“"Tubby. : 'Said 'WMt^ 

■■ I repeat the .conversation between Tubby and myself (it 
made such a deep impression upon me that I 'find no diffi- 
culty -in repeating' it practically word for "word), and Tim 
listens and nods and' says, “Yes, '.I remember that little 
village, “ and, “ Oh, yes, Tubby was all .right . . , very gnod 
value Tubby was/' and, “Yes, It was a bit of'a^job hustling 
the Jocks along/' but when I come to the end of my story, 
Tim looks at me in blank amazement and “exclaims : 
“Great Scott, did I say that? I suppose I must have said 
it ... Tubby couldn't have dreamt it, because we never 
got any sleep.” 

“What do you mean ?” I ask him. 

■ “I suppose I said it/' repeats, Tim. “As a matter of fact 
I'm beginning to have a faint recollection . . . but I didn't, 
mean anything at all. It was just nonsense.” 

“It was just nonsense I” 

“ Absolute nonsense ...” declares Tim “ You see I talked 
so much. All through the retreat when we v-ere marching 
here and marching there I Just went on talking and talking 
and walking and walking. I talked to everybody, and I 
talked all the time, and said any nonsense or rubbish that 
came into my head. It kept people cheery, you see.” 

I find myself gazing at Tim with eyes like saucers . . . 
it was just nonsense ... it had meant nothing . . . but it 
had kept me sane for weeks. 

“Great Caesar's Ghost!” exclaims Tim. “Of course I 
meant to come back with the others. You don't catch me 
staying in France a day longer than I need. I never want 
to see the place again — neither in war nor peace.” 

By this time Tim is seated at the kitchen table, and is 
busy demolishing the. remains of a cold chicken, and I am 
making cocoa on the gas ring. “ . . . the adventures Fve 
had I ” he continues, “ the crazy hare-brained adventures ! 
You vrouldn't believe half of them, Hester. They would 
sound like a story out of one of those frightful tuppeny 
papers that Bryan loves, I was hiding in a barn one day 
and a German Officer came in— it was him or me, and I 
felt that it ought to be him— I socked him on the head 
pretty hard— it was enough to keep him quiet for some 
time— and I covered him up with hay and left him there 
. . . but that was afterwards, of course.” 

“ After what ?” I ask. 

“ After a laf of things,” Tim, replies/ “After Pd left the 
old woman's house and was trying to make my way to the 
coast. It was the old woman who gave me these clothes— 
marvellous, aren't they ,? They belonged to her son,, and It 
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luckv for me she had kept them because she had burnt 

to burn tnem— it was safer, n ^ decent old thing 

it wouldn t have been ^ ^ been for her — she 

hi oSfy^e fooSmS »Tlt‘ ^ » y.n.w « a 

®Tam’ feeling quite dazed now, “Where would you be?’' 

I enquire. hadn’t been for her I should be 

so But I’m telling you this all wrong . 

'SZ 

S?er‘“'l>o“'S we p,l»nei-teu me every- 

thing.” ^ , .. he replies. “TeU me about 

“It would take all 

everyone mon tne how things are on the Home 

What are they 4 oT f ood ? Are you getting 

- Front. Are you ^°°Vewrfor weete.” 

bombed ?_ I to toow in a few words, for there 

I teU him all be wante to mow 

is not much to tell, and th^i enquire „ ^ 

1 him “ D^teU me what happened . . How were 
3'”taK“ prlrowT . . marrr youTe '»«'■><« 

rather go to be^’’ , , you, but it’s aU 

Tim says be If? * S^es “ and especially the last week 
such a middle, he dedar^^ a g^g^ping in barns 

or ten '^ays, when I w , ^ find- some way of getting 

and behind be^es and trying na^ 

home. T^® us, and 

-some of tbe yillagers were ve^ ^ 

others were willmg _ food from them sometimes, 

didn’t get into trouWe *°°h%"ottage for the night 

and one man gave betrayed me, and 

. . .then there was ^nothei man wno ^ ^ 

I had to make a dash for «: f {fJ““snrgeW me any 

and hid in the woods . . -tat that warn r g j^s^p 

nearer home. ^ ^f„,^^i®Lrman wS) was going out to 

£,r. Kir'S' f.f i.s’i 

■ that loose cartilage of mine that always 
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chooses the most inopportune moments to come adrift? 
Well, it broke ail previous records— it surpassed itself— by 
coming adrift when its owner was taking part in a retreat.’* 

■ “ I know,’* agrees Tim.' ‘'It was a pretty nasty moment : 
when I felt it go. We had spent a few hours in a village, 
and I had Just watched the Battalion march out.” 

“But wasn’t there any one with you?” 

“ Not a soul,” replies Tim, helping himself to , a 'week’s ;, '" 
supply of butter and spreading it with a lavish hand on to 
a thick slice of brown bread. “Not a single solitary soul. 

I was always about the last person to leave a village, l^cause 
I made it my business to have a snoop round and see that 
nobody had been left behind. On this occasion nobody had 
been left behind— which was unlucky for me. I was hurrying 
down the village street when I put my foot on a loose stone 
and the beastly cartilage went click, and down I went like 
a shot rabbit — ^you know the way I do. It was a nice thing 
to happen, wasn’t it ? I tried to get my leg straightened but 
I couldn’t — it was extremely painful — sickeningly painful. 

I was still wrestling with my leg when a tank came lumber- 
ing down the street— a German tank. I had known there 
were some in the vicinity, but I hadn’t known that they 
were quite so near. I couldn’t do anything, of course, there 
was nothing I could do except surrender . . . The tank 
stopped and an ofiicer got out and came and looked at me, 
and asked what was the matter with me in perfectly good 
English, so I told him what had happened. He said, “I, too, 
have a loose cartilage.” It was damn funny really; i 
thought so at the time, and I’ve often thought so since 
. . . there we were — two deadly enemies who would shoot 
each other without the slightest hesitation — comparing 
notes about loose cartilages. He asked me whether it was 
the outer or the inner cartilage — ^his was the inner, and 
it gave him a lot of trouble. I said that mine was the 
inner too, and added that it always seemed to choose the 
most awkward moments to let me down. He nodded and 
said he could well believe it. I said this was the most 
awkward moment so far. He appreciated that , . . “ You 
are my prisoner” he said. I replied that I had suspected 
as much from the beginning . . . he had disarmed me, of 
':';vcourse.::''v. 

“Several other tanks rolled up and stopped and two 
more officers came over to where I was lying. There was 
a lot of talk and jabber. They asked me how long I had 
been lying thi^re, and where my Regiment had gone, and 
which road they had taken, and how far ahead they were. 

I didn’t tell them much, and what I did tell them— most 
reluctantly— was quite untrue. Then I lay back and said 
I felt ill. There was more talk . . . I could see that they 



didn’t know what on earth to do with me. They were 
moving forward rapidly, and didn’t want to be bothered 
with prisoners— on the other hand I was a major, and 
therefore quite a valuable prize. Eventually they had 
decided to leave me where I was until the transport came 
up. The first officer, who spoke English, explained that it 
would not be very long — ^they left a man on guard, climbed 
back into their tanks and moved oH. There were about 
twenty tanks — great monstrous creatures — and they made 
a hellish noise. 

“ After they had gone it was very quiet. There was no- 
body about the place, because all the villagers had fled — 
they always did when they heard the Bosche was coming — 
I remember a cat ran along the wall and jumped over into 
a garden . . . it’s funny how you remember things like that. 
I lay and wondered what I could do, but I couldn’t think of 
anything. My guard was quite young— a mere boy— and he 
sat on the step quite near me with his rifle across his knees. 
1 wondered what he was thinking about— what he thought 
about the war ... it would have been interesting to know. 
Then an old woman appeared; she was very small and old 
—a mere wisp of a creature— and she came shuffling down 
the empty street in a tottery kind of way. It looked as if 
she had scarcely the strength to put one foot in front of 
the other. My guard pricked up his ears and looked at her 
. . . and then settled down again. She passed quite near me, 
but took no notice of me at all . . . just shuffled past very 
slowly and disappeared into the house opposite— it was a 
cottage, reaUy, and a dirty, unkempt sort of place. 

“Nothing more happened for ages. There were planes 
flying overhead, but otherwise it was very quiet. My guard 
got up once or twice and looked dcvm the street. (He 
seemed a bit restless— perhaps he expected the transport to 
come)’ then he turned and said something to me in German. 
I didn’t understand, so I just lay still and shut my eyes. I 
wasn’t feeling too good, and I thought there was no harm 
in letting him think I was rather worse. He stooped and 
looked at my knee— I had managed to get the cartilage back 
Into place, but my knee was like a football. He grunted to 
himself. I opened my eyes to see what he was up to, and 
when he saw I was looking he made signs— pointing to him- 
self and pointing down the street—' Brot,’ he said. I realised 
what he was getting at, of course: he was hungry ^d he 
was going to forage for food. He had satisfied himself that 
I couldn’t move, so there wasn’t much harm in leaving me 
for a few minutes. I just lay there with my eyes half-shut 
and said nothing; so, after hesitating, and looking up and 

down the street, he made off. ... 

** Well no soooner had he gone than the old woman 
appeared ; she looked w and down the street, and then she 
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nipped across to me — ^no shufHing: or tottering about her— 
she was across that street like a flash of greased lightning* 
and she was waving her arms and jabbering and spluttering 
with excitement. I couldn't understand a W'ord, but I didn't 
need' to ; ! "got up' and' stood on my good leg and, half* 
hopping and' half leaning on her,' I made pretty good time 
across the street and into her house.. She had' taken up, the ' , 
floor-boards in the back room, and I lay down under the 
■floor. It was all white powdery dust, but I wasn't particular 
—in fact I thought it- was a good idea. She put' down:',,the,/ 
boards and rolled back the carpet, and'T heard her moving' " 
the furniture about. There was air coming in,, and it 'wasn't , 

' too uncomfortable, and that was lucky,, because I was there 
for hours. I heard people coming in and clumping about, ana 
1 heard a lot of talking' . , , then there was silence for a bit 
. . then more clumping about and. more talking . .. * then, 
silence. I didn't know what had happened, and I flegan to 
wonder if they had got the old woman— taken her away 
perhaps — and I should be left there to rot. It wasn t a 
pleasant thought. 

“ I was Just thinking of trying to get out myself, trying 
to shove up the boards, when I heard the furniture being 
moved and the boards were lifted and there was^my friend, 
mrinning all over her ugly face, and her one tootn gleaming 
.at me ... I was so pleased to see her I could have kissed 
her ! By that time I was feeling pretty rotten— what with 
the pain of my knee, and fright and hunger— and she was 
awfully decent to me. She explained that the ‘ sales Bosches 
had gone, but they might come back, and I had better get 
into bed. It was difficult to understand what she said 
because she spoke a sort of patois, and the fact she 
only one tooth didn't help— my French is a bit sketchy at 
the best of times— however, we managed somehow. She 
warmed up some soup for me and helped me to and 

set into bed if uny one came she would say I was her 
son, and I must pretend to be very ill— f res malade I n^ded 
and said I would. As a matter of fact it wasn t difficult 
because I was feeling like nothing on earth. 

“ I was in bed for days— I don’t know how long, really— 
and there was constant rumble of tanks and guns and 
transport wagons going through the village. The noise 
scarcely ever ceased. It was a horrible noise---horribie^iii 
itself and even more horrible to me, because I knew what 
it meant— all those tanks and guns— rumbling past— I knew 
where they were going. There was no news to be got, so i 
didn’t know what had happened. I didn’t know whetliOT 
our fellows,* had got away— I didn’t see how they 
could. I was ill in bed and I could do nothing— I nearly went 
mad. Honestly, Hester, it was the most awful time I have 
ever fceen through . . . and still those tanks went on and on, 
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rumbling past; there must have been thousands of them 
...tanks and guns and wagons full of men . . .1 used to 
get up and hobble to the window and peep out at them, but 
the old woman didn’t like me to do it, because they might 
have seen me— -she was right, of course. ■ Sometimes a Bosche 
would come into the house and question the old woman, 
and she would jabber and jabber like a monkey— and they 
would go away in despair, not having understood a word— 
sometimes they came and looked at me, but by this time 
my beard had grown, and I looked an absolute tinker . ; .1 
suppose they believed that I was the old woman’s son. At 
any rate they didn’t bother about me. 

All this time the old woman was kindness itself ; there 
wasn’t much in the way of food, but she managed to scrape 
up food from somewhere, she foraged round the empty 
houses in the village, and of course there were vegetables in 
the garden at the back. She had a couple of goats, so we 
had milk— it was cheesy sort of stuff , but I wasn’t particular. 

“The old woman told me a bit about her history — 
managed to gather that her only son had been killed in the 
last war, and one of her daughters had been murdered by the 
Germans; that was why she hated them so. She hated them 
like poison. It was almost terrifying to hear her when she 
got on the subject — and it was a subject which, under the 
circumstances, was bound to crop up fairly frequently. *Les 
sales Bosches,’ she would mutter, and her eyes would flash 
and her whole body would shake with sheer hatred I I asked 
her why she had remained in the village when everyone else 
had gone, and she replied that she 'was Vtrop vielles pour 
les sales Bosches.’ I think she meant that they wouldn’t 
bother about her— and of course they didn’t, so she was 
right . . 

Tim has got thus far in his story, and I am sitting at the 
table, listening to him and watching him eat and enjoying 
every tone of his voice and every movement of his hands, 
when the kitchen door opens very slowly and quietly . . . 
and Pinkie appears. She is clad in a pale blue dressing-gown, 
her hair is standing on end, and her eyes look half-dazed, as 
if she had just wakened from sleep. 

Tim turns round and says, “ Heavens, who’s this ?” 

“Oh!” exclaims Pinkie, “Oh, 1 thought it was para- 
chutists . . . Oh, it’s Major Tzm I” Her voice goes up in a 
squeak with excitement and delight. 

After that we all seem to be talldng at once. Pinkie is 
repeating that she thought it was parachutists, but, now she 
sees that it isn’t parachutists, she will go straight back to 
bed, because of course we won’t want her ; I ^m trying to 
explain to Tim who Pinkie is, and at the same time to 
explain to Pinkie that there is no need for her to return to 
bed ; and Tim is declaring with vehemence that he has no 
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recollection whatsoever of having met Pinkie before, but 
that it doesn’t matter in the least because she is obviously 
nice to know. 

Suddenly, in the midst of all this muddle, and for no 
reason at all, the tears pour down my cheeks— I can t help 
it, and it is a ridiculous way to behave, but it seems to have 
the effect of clearing the air. Tim pats me on the back and 
says, “It’s all right, darling. Everything’s all right . . . its 
all right, Hester,” and Pinkie cries, “ Hester, darling . . . 
and you’ve been so splendid . . . it’s because you re hungry, 
that’s all . . . it’s 3 ust that you’re hungry,” and Tim says, 
“ Yes, of course . . . that’s what it is. You’re hungry ... 
and I’ve been gorging food .. .” 

It appears that we are aU hungry— Tim seems to haye 
forgotten that he has consumed half a chicken— so we raid 
the store cupboard and open tins of tongue and baked beans 
and carrots and peaches, and .we sit down to a solid meal. 
It is a most hilarious meal for we are all so happy. Pmkie 
declares that it is the nicest meal she has ever eaten in all 
her life, and Tim agrees that he feels the same about it. I 
say very little, but I look at Tim . . . and look and look 
again ... I feel as if I could not take my eyes oS him for 
a moment. He is the old Tim—my darling Tim come back 
to me—but there is something new about him ... I can’t 
, quite make up my mind what it is. , 


Now that Tim has come back the purpose for which I 
started to write my diary is completed, but I have decided 
to continue my record of events for my own satisfaction. 
There are days when nothing of interest happens, or when 
I am too busy to write, but there are other days when my 
pen flies over the paper without the slightest effort, and I 
see no reason why I should not write when I feel inclined-— 
except perhaps the shortage of paper. _ 

Tim is living at home. He has been attached to the 
Depot and is likely to be here for some time, and if it were 
not for the war, which lies upon one’s spirit like a black 
cloud, everything would be perfect. To have all my dear 
ones together under one roof— that is all I ask of life, and I 
have got my heart's desire, 

Bryan and Betty are delighted at Tim’s return. Betty is 
not old enough to understand what has happened, but Bryan 
is Just the right age for hero worship. He sits and gazes at 
his father with an expression of awe upon his face, and I 
feel sure that the story of Tim’s adventures on the field of 
battle will be retailed at length to Edgeburton, and will lose 
nothing in the telling. , ' 
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“Tell me again, Dad,” is a phrase which is freauently 
to be heard upon Bryan’s lips. “ Tell me again about the day 
the Germans nearly caught you, and you had to jump out 
of the window . . . tell me more about the time you hid in 

the woods.” , , , 

Tim is wonderfully patient with Bryan and nearly always 
complies with his requests. Perhaps he realises how much 
it means to the boy, and realises, too, that Bryan is of an 
age to remember all that he is told. - . 

There is one story which Bryan likes better than any oi 
the others, and he declares it is the most thrilling story of 
all ... “ Tell me again,” says Bryan. “ Tell me about the 
time when you spent the night in that village which was 
full of Germans.” ^ , 

“But I’ve told you so often,” objects Tim. "I’ve told you 
about it at least three times, and it wasn’t anything much. 
Lots of people had far more exciting adventures than that ; 
you can read about them any day in the papers.” 

“I know ... but they don’t belong to me," says Bryan 
seriously. “It’s because you belong to me, you see, and I 
feel as if I had been there myself, almost.” 

. Tim smiles, “ Oh, well, if that’s how you feel . , .” he says. 

and plunges into the story for' the fourth time. , , 

“It was in the retreat,” he says. “I had stayed behind 
with a small detachment from A Company to do a bit of 
scouting, and as we were hurrying on to rejoin the Battalion 
we suddenly found that we were cut off. Some German 
Infantry had arrived in the village and taken it over. We 
walked slap into them before we knew where we were— at 
least, we walked slap into the sentry. Fortunately we 
managed to stop him from giving the alarm, and we made 
for the nearest house. It was a good-sized house standing 
In a small garden. Dark had fallen by this tune and we did 
not know where the Germans were nor how many of them 
were in the place, so Tubby Baxter took a couple of fellows 
and had a scout round— he discovered that we were 
surrounded on all sides.” 

“But they didn’t know you were there,” says Bryan 
eagerlv, 

“They didn’t know where we were,” agrees Tim, “but 
they knew we were somewhere about. The only thing to do 
was to stay put, and to make ourselves as comfortable as we 
could for the night.” 

“You piled up the furniture,” says Bryan. “You made 
the house into a kind of fort— didn’t you? You made 
places at the windows for firing out of, and you kept 
watch all night.” 

Tim agrees that all this was done. 

“And all night long,” continues Bryan excitedly, “all 
night long you kept on going round the house to see that 
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'©verythig was all right— and you told the men that if the 
Oermans attacked they were to fire like mad so that the 
■Germans 'would think, that there were a lot more of you than 
there: really .were— and one time when you went round some; 
of the men had heard ■ Germans talking in the garden— 
-quite near, they ' were — but , nothing happened— and then, la 
the morning, the enemy attacked you.”. , 

''Yes,” agrees Tim, laughing at Bryan's .excltameht, 
'"Yes, you seem to know as. much about it as I do.” 

"No,” says Bryan. ,"I don't really, because every time 
you : tell me about it you ' tell me a little bit more. Do go 
on, Dad; I won't interrupt you again.” 

They attacked just as,, dawn was breaking,” says Tim, 
" They attacked on three sides at once, but fortunately the 
windows were well protected and none of our chaps were 
hit. We kept up a pretty hot fire and they drew ofi.” 

"Did you kill lots of t/iem ?” enquires Bryan, gazing at 
,,liis father with eyes like saucers, 

"I don’t know,” replies Tim. “You've got to kill people 
in war, but I prefer not to think about it . . . They drew 
olf After about ten minutes. It seemed a good deal longer 
than that, but Tubby had timed it on his watch. Tubby is 
a cool customer. We didn't know why they had drawn ofi 
—it might have been a ruse or they might have been waiting 
for tanks, or for a gun to blow the house tu bits. We just 
had to wait and keep our eyes skinned— that was an we 
could do . . . and then, while we were still waiting, we 
suddenly heard the sound of firing at the other end of the 
village, and we realised that it must be some of our own 
fellows ” 

“It was the Guards 1” cries Bryan, unable to contain 
himself a moment longer. “ Hurrah, it was the Guards ! 
You got your fellows together and you unbarred the door, 
and you rushed out and took the enemy in the rear . . . and 
they thought it was reinforcements arriving . , . they didn't 
know there were only thirty of you . . . they didn't know 
that you had scarcely any ammunition left. You dashed 
Into the battle shouting and firing and the enemy broke 
and fied,” cries Bryan. “ Oh, Gosh, it must have been grand 
—it was grand I Oh, Gosh, I wish I had been there too !” 

Tim roars with laughter at this and says that there was 
nothing “ grand ” about it, and will Bryan kindly remember 
not to refer to it as a “battle,” It was a skirmish in a 
village, quite an unimportant afiair, and will Bryan go and 
read the Wizard now and leave him in peace. 

The story ^of Tim's adventures— part of which I heard 
on the night of his arrival— is continued in little snatches 
from day to day ; and, putting it all together and thinking 
about it, I begin to get an idea of what he has been through. 
His bodily adventures have been grim enough, but it , is the 
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adventures of his spirit which have left the deepest impres- 
sion upon him, for he has said to me several times, ^ the 
worst part of it all was when I was laid up, m that old 
woman’s house and heard the tanks go rumbling past . . . 
it was frightful, Hester ... I nearly went mad. 

Now that I have had time to observe Tim, I have dis- 
covered what the dif erenec in him really is— the something- 
new ” which I noticed in him on the night he arrived home. 
Up to now I have always felt that I was older thm Tim— 
not older in years, of course, but older ^ 
that Tim was my junior partner, a sort of large child to ^ 
humoured and managed and loved, but now 
ship has changed and, all of a 

He has borne tremendous responsibilities, he has met ana 
overcome desperate dangers and, in tlw 
weeks, he has endured a lifetime of suffering. When this 
is understood it is easy to see why he seems oldei. 

TUESDAY, 27TH AUGUST 

Jack and Grace come round after dinner for a t^y 
want to hear about Tim’s adventures, but Tim has told and 
retold the story so often that he is sick of f 
to olav. Grace says, well what was the strangest thing that 
happened to him— surely he can tell them that much, aM 
Tim replies that the strangest thing that happened to hm 
was coming home and finding everyone going on just toe 
same as before. It is quite obvious, says Tim, that nobody 
in this place knows there’s war on. Grace some- 

what indignantly, that she does not know what he 
we have air-raids, don’t we ? Tim says she would know what 
he means if she could see Belgium. Grace says are doing 
our best — she and Jack have given up having late ‘^mner 
except when people are coming; she i® ‘Sown ^er 

staff and making do with last wmter s coat. She hasp t been 
able to take up any war work because of the twins, but slm 
intends to start going down to the I^pot very soon. If ^ 
will tell her what else she can do, she is willing to do it. 

“ That’s just it/’ declares Tim. There’s something wrong 
somewhere. The inequality of sacrifice is what 
I agree that you can’t do anything if thats any comfoit 

^Jack says, “ It wouldn’t help if we made ourselves un- 

“^Ncf*if wouldn’t help," replies Tim; "but personally I 
should’ feel much more comfortable if I were 

fortable. Sometimes I feel as if I ought to sleep on the 
floor/’ • 

“liut you've done your bit !" exclaims Grace. 
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‘"'That's another thing that worries me/’ says,, Tim ''it’s 
the attitude of people in this country; the satisfaction shown 
,l)y the, average person over Dunkirk. They look upon it , as ■■ 
a sort , of victory, whereas in reality it was a defeat. I, grant 
you the evacuation was a magnificent show, but the fact 
that we were obliged to evacuate was a defeat, .and. a blow 
to our prestige that won’t easily be countered/’ " , 

■''But look, here,” cries Jack. “That’s just our strength. 
We’re so damn sure we can’t be. beaten that we don’t notice 
a defeat. We’re like a chap that’s been knocked out and/ gets 
up again and comes on for more. One of his eyes is bunged ■ 
up completely and his nose is bleeding, but there’s lots of' 
fight ill liiiii— he hasn’t been defeated," has he ? Lord, you 
mn't defeat a chap like that 1” ■ ■ 

Grace says she knows nothing about boxing, and she 
thinks we have talked quite enough about the war,,, i. , 

“ Have you heard the latest ?” she enquires. 

Tim asks if she means the one about the padre and the 
cow, because, if so, he’s heard it six times, and he can’t 
laugh at it any more. Grace replies that she did iiot mean 
that at all — ^it’s a silly story anyhow and unsuitable for 
Hester — she meant had Vve heard the latest news — ^the news 
about Tom and Ermyntrude ? Tim says he doesn’t know 
either of them, so why does Grace think that news about 
them will interest him? Grace says, of course he knows 
them, it is Tom Ledgard and Ermyntrude Browne Winters, 
and they are engaged; Ermyntrude came round this morn* 
ing on purpose to tell her. Grace thinks it will be splendid 
to have someone like Ermyntrude in the Regiment. It will 
liven us up, and she will be an antidote to Mamie who 
becomes more ovine daily. 

Jack says he never cared for Ledgard, but he must say 
he’s sorry for the fellow, 

Grace says, “Why?” 

Jack says, “ Because you’ve saddled him with that 
woman, of course. If you had a down on Ledgard you could 
have made a wax image of him and stuck pins in it, or put 
arsenic in his food. It would have been kinder.” 

This annoys Grace, and she insinuates that Jack has not 
sufiicient intelligence to appreciate Ermyntrude, to which 
Jack replies that he has sufficient intelligence to perceive 
that Ermyntrude is mad. 

To change the course of. the conversation, which is 
becoming more heated every moment, I enquire whether 
Captain Ledgard and his future wife have met in a previous 
existence. Grace says they have—Ermsmtrude remembers 
perfectly, and Tom iS' now beginning to rein§ii 3 Mru^..,,She is 
helping him, of course. Ermyntrude 
Conscious to a realisation of the- ‘High#’ 
may "become part of the Great 'lit# 'Stream. /v. 
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lack says that he too hopes she will be able to wakea 
Ledgard^s conscience, because, he's one of the most irre- 
ponsible olhcers in the Regiment. Jack is willing to take 
ofif his hat to Ermyntrude if she can wake the fellow up 
and make him a bit more conscientious over his musketry 
•returns— doesn't Tim agree? 

Tim says he never thought much of the fellow, 

Grace sighs, and says she wishes some people understood 
plain English— and none of us know the real Tom — ^perhaps, 
some day, we shall know him better and appreciate him at 
his true worth. 

When our guests have gone, I put my arm through Tim's 
and ask why he was so grumpy with the MacDougails, and 
he replies that he did not intend to be grumpy, but, some- 
how or other, Grace always annoys him— he does not 
know why it is, but it is an incontrovertible fact— as for 
Jack, it would do Jack a lot of good to see some Active 
Service ... 


THURSDAY, 29TH AUGUST 

Meet Miss Browne Winters on my way home from the 
town and stop to congratulate her on her engagement, and 
to assure her that we are all delighted to hear she is 

going to Join the regiment.” She thanks me quite 
pleasantly, and says that Regimental Life will be a new 
experience for her, as she has never been associated with 
warriors. She then goes on to say that she and Tom are 
now fumiled, the wheel has come full circle, and explains 
this cryptic statement by giving me a short resume of the 
previous existences in which she met Tom and the circum- 
stances of their meetings. We walk along together as she 
talks, and the odd thing is that her talk is extremely 
interesting. I cannot bring myself to believe that she 
has lived so many di:fferent lives— far more than any self- 
respecting cat — but she herself believes it, and she knows 
so many curious little details about those lives of hers 
that she makes them sound extraordinarily real. The 
first time they met — she and Tom — ^was in the days of the 
Building of the Great Pyramid, and from them on they 
continued to meet in various centuries and climes. 

‘"We met and parted,” declares Miss Browne Winters, 
fixing me with her intense gaze, ** Sometimes we merely 
glimpsed each other like ships that pass in the night ; 
sometimes a transient friendship was allowed us— sweet as 
the scent of honeysuckle in the early morning sun. We 
met . . . and parted, for we were not ready to come 
together. We were not worthy of happiness,” 

1 murmur ttet they seem to have been very unfortunate. 
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but you don't understand, 'V' she replies at once*. 
''If we had been allowed to come together too soon, the 
flower of love would not have been so brightly coloured, 
nor would the fruit have been so sweet , . . Now we have 
grown to full: stature. ' Now we are ripe for mating.”''; . ' 

It is easy , to agree with this, for it is an;under-state,mehl:: 
—personally I am of the opinion that the fruit has been too 
long upon the tree. Early marriages are sometimes foolish, 
but when people have reached the age of Miss Browne 
'Winters and Tom Ledgard they have become set in their 
ways and it must be extremely difficult for them to adjust 
themselves to each other. There are people, of course, who 
will remain forever young and adaptable, but Tom and 
Ermyntrude are not of these ... to tell the truth I cannot 
'‘see” them married to each other, and their future seems 
fraught wdth dangers. I am so sure that they are un- 
suitable partners that just for a moment I am tempted to 
utter a warning, but fortunately, before I have found the 
words in which to utter it, I realise the absurdity of 
attempting to interfere in their aSairs. 

Suddenly Miss Browne Winters halts in the middle of' 
the street, and announces in her clear resonant voice, 
“ Mrs. Christie, I feel you are ready I” 

“Ready for what?” I enquire, taking her arm and 
hastening her on— for several people have turned to stare 
at us, and two nurses with prams who have been walking 
behind us have been obliged to stop too — 

“Ready for Knowledge,” declares Miss Browne Winters. 
“ Ready to receive Enlightehment. I feel that if you were 
to devote a few hours daily to contemplation, the Past 
would unfold itself to you.” 

I murmur feebly that I have not much time , . . 

“Time 1” she exclaims. “What is Time ?” 

The question (I feel) is merely rhetorical, and this is 
fortunate, for I cannot tell her off-hand what time is. 

“Time !” she says again in a scornful tone. “A year, a 
week, an hour— -it is all the same when you have lived for 
three thousand years or so.” 

I agree that that may well be. 

“ Believe me it is,” she says earnestly. “ Now let me see. 
I am studying Sanscrit at the moment, but I could give you 
two hours every morning. We could go back into the 
Past hand in hand.” 

This offer, though extremely kind, fills me with dismay, 
and I assure her that I could not think of causing her so 
much trouble. As this fails to put her off, I am obliged to 
fall back upen my previous excuse and plead lack of time. 
“My housekeeping,” I murmur, “and housekeeping is so 
difficult Just now, what with ration cards and one thing and 
another . . . and then I have the * Comforts ' to count and: 
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pack and all the accounts to do . . . and then there*s Betty^ 
you see . . . and of course Tim has come home, you know 
. , . Bryan’s holidays ...” 

She looks at me pityingly and says : “So earthbound !” 
By this time we have reached my gate, and it is only 
polite to invite her to come in, but fortunately she Is on 
her way to have lunch with her soul-mate and cannot 
accept the invitation. She is turning away— having bidden 
me good-bye— when she suddenly turns back. “Your 
dream !” she cries, hitting herself on the forehead, “Your 
dream, Mrs. Christie! I had almost forgotten to mention it. 
Grace told me of your recurring dream, and it interested 
me profoundly.” 

“ Yes,” I murmur, “ but I would rather not know what it 
means. It’s very cowardly of me . . but if it means 

something horrid I would rather . . . just . . . leave it.” 

“ Strange!” she says, looking at me as if I had two heads. 
“ Very strange ! That shrinking from Knowledge is typical 
of a New Soul . . , and yet I feel sure that you are One of 
Us. The meaning of your dream is easily read, and there 
is nothing alarming about it. You refuse to Go Back when 
you are awake and master of your mind, but when you are 
asleep your Conscious is free to return to happier days. You 
return to Ancient Greece, or to Mediaeval France where the 
language is different from the strange jargon misnamed 
modern English. It is when you are awakening, returning 
to the Present, that the two worlds impinge upon one 
another and create the hallucination which you find so 
distressing.” 

“Yes,” I say meekly. “Yes. Thank you. It’s very 
interesting.” 

I don’t believe a word of it, of course — ^liow could I— 
and yet this explanation of my dream has robbed it of its 
horror. As I walk up the path to the house I realise that if 
I am visited again by my haunting dream I shall be able to 
snap my fingers at it . . . strange, very strange, as Miss 
Browne Winters would say. 


MONDAY, 2ND SEPTEMBER ' ^ 

Pinkie comes back from the town laden with parcels and 
announces in accents of delight that “Donford is Ml of 
Poles.” 

“Poles?” enquires Grace, who is paying a morning call, 

“Polish officers,” says Pinkie. “Tlie place" is teeming 
with them.” 

I am not surprised at this news, because Tim has already 
informed me that Polish troops are coming to Donford, but 
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I am somewhat surprised at Pinkie’s excitement which seems 
excessive. ■ ■ 

“They’re marvellous, my dear!” says Pinkie. “They’re 
so tall and good-looking-^so romantic-looking— and they’ve 
got such, perfect manners! I met one coming out of the ■. 
Post Office and lie opened the ' door and howed— it' Was 
absolutely tfinlling,^* 

Grace rises and says she must go— Just lately ::!■ have,' ; 
noticed that she has become a trifle impatient with Pinkie 
—she has no sooner gone than Pinkie seizes my arm and 
exclaims, “Darling, I’ve done something frightful I don’t 
■know you’ll say I”. 

“ What have you done?” I enquire. 

“Well,” says Pinkie. “Well , . . well, the fact is I’ve 
asked two of them to tea to-morrow . . . two Poles, I mean 
. . . I simply couldn’t help it, they were so sweet.” 

Somewhat surprised, I ask Pinkie how she made their 
acquaintance, and she replies, “Oh, quite easily, darling. 
They just spoke to me — they aren’t a bit shy.” 

“ How did they ” 

“ They speak French,” explains Pinkie. “ There’s no diffi- 
culty at all in speaking to them, because they speak French.” 

“ But Pinkie ” 

“ Darling, you aren’t annoyed about it, are you?” 

“No, of course not, but—” 

“You’ll simply love them!” cries Pinkie. “I know you 
will . . . There’s something different about them, some- 
thing that I can’t describe . . , you’re sure you aren’t fed 
up?” 

“No, Pinkie, but the only thing is ” 

“I couldn’t help asking them. I felt — felt I wanted 
to do something for them, and there was nothing I could 
do — ^nothing.” 

“ I know, Pinkie, but you see ” 

“ They’ve lost everything,” declares Pinkie, looking at me 
with wide eyes. “ They’ve lost everything, Hester.” 

I try to explain to Pinkie that I share her eagerness to 
do something for them, but that I am doubtful whether 
they will enjoy a tea party, especially when they discover 
that their hostess is incapable of communicating with them. 
I have not spoken a word of French since I was at school — 
and that is not yesterday. 

“It will be all right,” replies Pinkie. “I’m sure they’ll 
enjoy it. We’ll get along splendidly— you’ll see. Even if 
you can’t talk to them you’ll be giving them tea and you’ll 
know and they’ll know ifcl just wish I could do 

something fo? them.” 

“Perhaps you’d like to make a cake for them,” I suggest 
— ^it is a somewhat feeble suggestion, but I can think of no 
other on the spur of the moment— 
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**Oh, yesV^ cries Pinkie. '"Oh, Hester, what a marvellous 
Meal! . . . and 111 go and buy all the Ingredients myself sc 
that it will really be my cake. You don*t mind, do you?'^ 


TUESDAY, 3RD SEPTEMBER „ : 

Pinkie and I spend a busy day preparing a sumptuous’ 
repast for our prospective guests. Pinkie is full of excitement- 
.and continues to assure me that I shall simply love them 
and that their manners are too marvellous for words. 

Personally I am in some doubt as to whether they will 
come, but Pinkie has no doubts whatever on the subject. 

They arrive as the clock strikes four, and I am bound to 
admit that the eulogies which have been bestowed upon 
them are not undeserved. Annie shows them in, and they 
bow and smile and shake hands, and introduce themselves 
as Captain Something and Lieutenant Something Else— it 
is quite impossible for a mere Britisher to pronounce either 
of their names, and I do not intend to try. The Captain 
is tail and dark with a tragic face and haunting brown eyes, 
and the Lieutenant is fair and blue-eyed and extremely 
cheerful. I discover that I need not have worried over 
conversational difficulties for the Lieutenant can speak 
English, and Is delighted to air it; he explains that he has 
been learning it for two and a half months and, when I 
compliment him upon his progress, he says gravely, '‘But I 
am a vairrie diligent boy.” I cannot help smiling at this, 
and he immediately throws back his head and laughs,, 
displaying a set of beautifully strong white teeth. " Ha, ha, 
ha, I have said something foonyl” he exclaims in delight. 

It is good to find that he can laugh at himself, but I 
assure him again that he speaks remarkably well. 

He replies: “But we have come from Burnfoot, and there 
we have lessons every day from an English Priest with 
window glasses.” (He makes a pair of spectacles -with his 
fingers and thumbs and holds them to his eyes, so I am 
left in no doubt as to what he means). 

I ask him how he got out of Poland, and he replies that 
his adventures would take too long to tell. He shows me 
pictures of his home — a lovely old place surrounded by trees 
—and explains that it is on the outskirts of Warsaw. . . . 
“ I have heard it is ruin now,” he says with a sigh; “ but my 
mother manage to escape and my little sister too. They are 
in France and I have a letter from them, but now no more 
letters. Perhaps they are still there, but perhaps they are 
left; I not know where they are . . , He not know either,” 
continues the Lieutenant, nodding in the direction of his 
comrade. “He not known where is his wife and his little 
Childs. He is vairree sad not knowing.” 
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"1: agree, :tllat it"ls : dreads ^ ^ . , ; '• 

War is dreadful/’ he replies. " Out beautiful Warsovina 
is ruin— all heaps of stones— but we like that better than give 
it to the enemy as a present.” (His eyes flash as he speaks 
and I realise he is thinking of Paris.) “ Yes,” he says hrmly, 
**yes, it is better . . . and you are the same. Your contree 
is made of rock.” ■ . ■ ' 

I ask him to explain what he means by this, and he waves 
his hands and says, But, yes, I explain what I mean. It is 
treachery over there, and not knowing if your friend is your 
enemy, but here in your contree it is solid ground. I feel the 
rock under my feet when I step on shore.” 

** You must have been glad to get here!” I exclaim. 

was glad,” he agrees; “but now I desire to go back. 
I am doing nothing here. What is the good of me??’ 

It is easy to understand his feelings but, as he seems to 
be getting somewhat excited, I endeavour to strike a lighter 
note, “You couldn’t fight the whole German Army single- 
handed,” I point out, smiling at him to show that this is a 
joke, 

“Fight!” he exclaims with flashing eyes. “Yes, I will 
fight. You put me across the sea and I will fight. I 
will dead fifty Germans before they dead me . . . then I 
will dead happy.” 

While we are talking Pinkie and the Captain are enter- 
taining each other with great success. The Captain has no 
English at all, but as he can speak French and Pinkie has 
been at school in Paris, they have ho linguistic difficulties 
with which to contend. When tea appears the conversation 
becomes general. I am so wound up by this time that my 
diffidence has vanished, and I try my French on the Captain 
and find that I remember more than I expected. I can see 
Pinkie looking at me in surprise, and this spurs me on to 
further efforts— feel exactly as if my tongue were tied in 
a knot- 

The Lieutenant, who has recovered rapidly and is quite 
cheerful again, shakes his head and says, “My Comrade will 
nevaire learn English if all the peoples speak French to him. 
;He is.'Vairree lazy.” . 

Pinkie says she wants to learn Polish, so the Lieutenant 
points out various objects in the room and tells us what 
they are called, and the Captain joins in the game and tries 
to make us pronounce the words correctly. Our desperate 
efforts to copy the unfamiliar sounds and to get our tongues 
round the syllg-bles cause great amusement to ourselves and 
our guests. At last Pinkie says it is hopeless, and she thinks 
her tongue must be quite a different shape. The Lieutenant 
asks if he may see her tongue, and when she puts it out at 
him he laughs uproariously. Pinkie says, “Well, is it a 
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different shape or not?” and he replies that as far as he 
can tell It is exactly the same shape as a Polish tongue. 

We are just finishing tea, and full justice has been done 
to the carefully prepared feast, when Betty appears. She has 
had her tea, of course, but is willing to try a piece of Pinkie's 
cake, and anything else that is offered to her. I can see the 
Captain looking at Betty somewhat sadly, and, after a few 
minutes, he explains that his little girl has fair hair and blue 
eyes and is just about the same age. . . . 

This statement is translated to Betty, who clasps her 
hands and says, “How lovely! Why didn't you bring her 
with you? Does she like climbing trees?” 

The Lieutenant is somewhat amused at this and translates 
it into Polish for the benefit of his companion, and after a 
short conversation in that language he turns to Betty and 
says, “My comrade say his little girl likes climbing trees 
vairree mooch and sometimes tear her dress, and she would 
like coming to play with you, but it cannot be till after the 
war is over. She is in Poland— see and the bad Germans 
not let her come.” 

Betty looks at him with wide eyes, “Oh!” she exclaims. 
“Oh, how dreadful! You tell him — tell him that my 
Daddy will go and fetch her and she can come and live 
with me.” 

This invitation is translated and causes tremendous eclat 
The Captain rises and bows to Betty and makes a short 
speech in Polish, whereupon Betty— far from being em- 
barrassed — announces that she will kiss him if he would like 
her to do so. The Lieutenant translates again, and the offer 
is accepted. Betty kisses the Captain fondly and he puts 
his arm round her waist and draws her on to his knee, where 
she nestles down comfortably and with obvious satisfaction. 
The little scene gives me a lump in my throat and, as every- 
one else seems to be likewise affected, there is a long pause 
in the conversation. It is broken by the arrival of Tim, 
who has returned from the barracks earlier than usual on 
purpose to meet our guests. He, of course, has no knowledge 
of what has occurred and his cheerful natural manner puts 
an end to the strain. Tim's French is even more sketchy 
than mine, but he is willing to do his best, and by dint of 
signs and gesticulations he manages to carry on a some- 
what halting conversation with the Captain. 

Pinkie now asks if they may have the wireless, and, as 
the B.B.C. is supplying dance music and the hall has a 
parquet floor, there is only one thing to be done. We 
roll up the rugs and the young Lieutenant^ slips his arm 
round Pinkie's waist and off they go. There is no need 
to worry about them any more, for they will be happy 
as long as the music lasts, so I return to the drawing-room 
In time to hear Tim making laborious enquiries about the 
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gonfire wliich has been loud and constant for the last two 
days. 

“Es^ce qne c'est vons--qui--^r iireS' 

Miill/ Hester?’’ says Tim. 

I murmur, CoUine/' and Tim- says, “ Oh, yes of course,' 
coUineJ* 

The Captain who— ^uite miraculously — seems to: tinder- 
stand, admits that it is his unit which is making all the 

■■noise.".":.:'." 

“ ¥ous tuez moutons?” enquires Tim, laughing .tO' ■.make’ 
it perfectly clear that this is a joke/ “ Vous tuez beaucoup 
de moutons, eh?” . . ■ ‘ ■ 

The Captain laughs— it is a good joke— and holds up 
three . fingers. 

“Three!” exclaims Tim. “Lord, I suppose you’ve got to 
pay for them . . . vous payez le— la berger?” 

The Captain says that they pay for them — mais 
naturellement and sometimes have a piece of mutton 
for their dinner. He adds that they are practising with 
new guns which have just come over from America. This 
is a bit beyond Tim, so I translate the information, feel- 
ing extremely proud of myself for being able to do so. 

Tim says, “By Jove, how interesting! Ask him what 
kind of guns they’ve got, and whether they are calibrating 
—ask him if they use visible targets— ask him ” 

Unfortunately this defeats me altogther, but Tim refuses 
to fee defeated. He kneels down on the floor and emptying 
a feox of matches on to the carpet he proceeds to illustrate 
his meaning. The Captain enters into the spirit of the 
game. He seizes a cushion— to represent the shoulder of 
the hill— and alters the position of the matches. Tim points 
to three matches arranged in a row and says gravely, 
“Boom, boom, boom.” 

The Captain nods excitedly and shows the trajectory of 
the shells with his finger. . . . “ Boom,” he says, making a 
large dent in the cushion where the imaginary shell has 
fallen. 

“ Howitzers, are they ?” says Tim. “ Now, look here. 
Supposing your guns were down here— vos canons sont 

ici ” 

I leave them playing quite happily and go upstairs to put 
Betty to bed. Pinkie and the Lieutenant are still dancing 
in the hall, and Pinkie smiles at me as I look at them over 
the banisters. “ My feet are cleverer than my tongue,” she 
says in a dreamy voice. 

Her partner jvaves his hand to me as they pass and cries, 
“We have make a great discovery— yes— we dance In the 
same language!” 
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THURSDAY, 5TH SEPTEMBER 

Am. busy doing my morning round . of shopping when ! , 
meet Mamie Carter coming out of the grocer’s with a 
bursting shopping bag and a doleful face. ‘*Oh, Hester!” 
she exclaims, in what Grace so aptly describes as her bleating 
voice, Oh, Hester, poor little Jane wants a painting book, 
and I can’t get one anywhere^ 

“Try Woolworths,” I suggest, for, having had occasion 
to visit Woolworths this morning to buy a piece of oil cloth 
for the kitchen cupboard, I remember that I saw a stack of 
painting books on the toy counter. 

“Oh, no!” cries Mamie. “I couldn’t go f/tere. It’s always 
so crowded and I hate crowds, I never go inside the doors. 
. . . It’s dreadful,” she continues drearily, “ I don’t know 
what's going to happen. I can’t get onions, Hester . . . and 
Sprig hasn’t any marmalade at all.” 

“There’s a war on,” I reply briskly. “Quite a big war 
in its way. Perhaps you hadn’t heard.” 

“You’re always joking,*^ Mamie complains; “you’re 
always making iun of everything. Perhaps you don’t like 
marmalade , . . Herbert always says breakfast isn’t breakfast 
without marmalade.” 

I reply that I agree with Herbert— for once— but that 
there is no need to forgo one’s favourite preserve, because 
it cannot be purchased in the grocer’s shop. I have just 
bought three large grapefruit, and with these and one sweet 
orange and a few pounds of sugar (which I have saved up 
for the purpose) I intend to brew my own special brand of 
marmalade — a brand which is "hard to beat. 

Mamie listens to this with unrelieved gloom,” “But we’ve 
got no sugar, she moans. “ We eat up all our sugar. I’m 
sure I don’t know where it all goes to, but we never have 
any left by the end of the week . . . it’s really dreadful . . . 
and Mr. Sprig can only let me have half a pound of cheese.” 

Mamie deserves to have her head punched, and, unless I 
can escape from her soon, she is in danger of getting her 
deserts (it would be unfortunate not only for her, but also 
for me if I were goaded into punching Mamie’s head in the 
Donford High Street, for, even if the judge were to take a 
lenient view of my action, it would be exceedingly difficult 
to live down the disgrace), but Mamie is a difficult person 
from whom to escape. She dislikes her own company. She 
follows me into the butcher’s and listens to me ordering a 
gigot of mutton for our Sunday dinner; she pursues me 
into the baker’s and watches me choosing cakes! she accom- 
panies me into Boots’ library and tries to influence me in my 
choice of reading matter. This is the last straw — or very 
nearly the last — for I feel sure that Mamie’s taste in litera- 
ture is dffierent from mine, and I point out that it is quite 
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impossible for her to help me in my choice, and ask her as 
politely as I can to leave me to make niy own selection. 

Oh, you miist read thiB"" says Mamie, picking out a book 
entitled Her Prince At Last and trying to push it into my 
reluctant hand. You ought to read it, Hester. It’s such a 
sweet story.” 

don’t like sugar in stories nor in tea.” 

** But you’d like this,” Mamie assures me. It’s by 
j'ahetta Waiters, so you can be certain that there’s nothing 
nasty in it. You don’t want one of those horrid modern 
books lying about when you’ve got a young girl in the 
house, do you?” 

Tills is true, of course, and it strikes home all the more 
forcibly because the last book I had from the library was 
an exceedingly nasty book — and because I found that Pinkie 
had read it before I had time to read it myself, and discover 
that it was unsuitable for the young — but by this time I am 
so annoyed with Mamie that I refuse to recognise any sense 
in what she says; I reply, quite untruthfully, that I like 
nasty modern books, and, picking up one at random, I walk 
out of the library. Mamie has the strange effect of annoying 
me more quickly and completely than any one else I know — 
save only the redoubtable Florence Mackay—I have been 
quite rude to Mamie now, but she does not seem to mind 
and she is still at my elbow when I emerge into Donford 
High Street. Our ways home lie in the same direction and 
unless I can get rid of her now I shall find myself walking 
home with her , . , and my patience is spent. 

Donford High Street is usually full of acquaintances at 
this hour of the morning, but to-day as I gaze wildly up 
and down I can see no friendly face . . . and Mamie has 
started to bleat again, this time because it is impossible to 
procure sole for Herbert’s dinner, “ , . . and he does love sole,” 
says Mamie, mournfully, as she struggles along at my side, 

He likes it fried in deep fat and garnished with lemon . . . 
and I can’t get lemons, either.” 

“ What have you got in that bag?” I enquire. 

“What have I got . . 

“Yes, what have you got in that bag? It’s bursting 
with food, isn’t it?” 

“Oh!” says Mamie, “Oh, I see what you mean. I suppose 
we ought to be very grateful that we aren’t short of food 
. . . but we were going to have Irish Stew. A stew isn’t 
really a stew without onions— that’s all I say” 

“Put in leeks!” I exclaim, and with that I turn and rush 
into Wooiworth’s. 
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TUESDAY, lOTH SEPTEMBER 


Tim has always insisted that Bi^an ' shall , be free to, come 
and go as he likes during the holidays, and for " this reason, 
he enjoys a good deal more liberty than most boys of his 
age. So far Bryan has not abused .his privilege, but .in tlie 
last few days we have scarcely seen him at all, except for 
meals, and at meal-times he has worn a. faraway expression' 
as if his thoughts were elsewhere. He' is of! again'' now— I 
hear , the front ' door ■ bang— so I open the . drawing-rGciii 
window and call to him. He stops at once and' comes Qier 
to the window, “ Want a letter posted ? he enquires. 

*‘No, thank you, I just wanted to know where you were 
going. You’ve been out a lot lately, haven’t you 

Yes,” agrees Bryan. ** Yes, I have. You don’t mind, do 
you ?” 

This makes it a little difhcult, and I decide to beat about 
the bush. “You know why you’re allowed so much free- 
dom,” I suggest. 

“ Oh, yes,” replies Bryan cheerfully . “ It’s because Dad 
was kept like a prisoner when he was my age, that’s why.” 

This is not quite what I meant (though it is absolutely 
true, and provides a curious problem for the psychologist— 
Will Bryan’s son be chained to the doorpost, or will he be a 
free man like his father?) “Yes,” I reply a tribe doubt- 
fully, “yes, but you see 

“ I know,” interrupts Bryan. “ I’ve got to use my privi- 
lege properly — and not abuse it. That’s what Dad said, 
but this is something rather special.” 

“ As long as it isn’t anything wrong ” 

Bryan shakes his head, “It isn’t,” he declares, “I’m quite 
sure it isn’t. It’s been rather fun having it as a secret, but 
I meant to tell you soon. I meant to tell you to-day, really, 
because— well, as a matter of fact I want a bob.” 

“ You want a bob for the secret ?” I enquire, hiding a 
smile. 

Bryan nods gravely. 

I find a shilling in my bag and hand it over, and Bryan 
pockets it with expressions of gratitude. “ I’ll tell you,” he 
says. “It’s a new friend I’ve got . . . well, , he’s ' a Pollsli 
soldier really . . . not an officer, you know, ril tell you 
all about it,” says Bryan, climbing on to the window-rSllI 
■ so that he can tell me about it more comfortably. 

I sit down on the window seat and prepare to listen, for 
if there is one thing I enjoy more than anothej: it is a heart 
to heart talk with my son. We do not indulge in them very 
frequently — ^indeed there seems to be little opportunity for 
such indulgence — ^Bryan’s holidays coincide with Betty’s, 
and the house always seems full of people coming and 
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going. I have often thought that ‘'staggered holidays 
^?oiild be an excellent arrangement for one would have 
much more good of one’s children if one had them singly. 

111 tell you ” says Bryan confidentially. “ I was out on 
my bike, you see, and I, saw him sitting on a seat by himself, 
with no girl or anything. He looked a bit down in the 
mouth, so I said ‘ gin-dobray ’ to him— it means good-day, 
you know— so then he waved. to me. and said a lot that I 
couldn’t understand. Weil then I .got ofi my bike and came 
back. We could hardly talk at all, because he only knew a 
few words of English, but we tried- to talk and we pointed 
to ourselves' and said our names 'and laughed like anything. 
He’s grown-up, of course,” says Bryan naively, “but he 
doesn’t seem grown-up. I mean he doesn’t seem any older 
than me— if you know what I mean. He’s awfully jokey.” 

‘‘What do you do if you can’t talk to him ?” I enquire a 
trifle anxiously. 

“I’m teaching him English. You’d be surprised if you 
could see how he’s getting on. Perhaps you’ll laugh,” says 
Bry^iu, producing a red exercise book from his pocket and 
displaying it a trifle difiidently. “ I mean perhaps you’ll 
laugh at the idea of me teaching somebody— but it’s really 
tremendous fun.” 

I assure Bryan that I have no inclination to laugh and 
ask if I may see the book. He hands it over at once. 

On the cover is written in large letters : 

WOIOIECH KOWAL 

“That’s his name,” says Bryan proudly. “It took me a 
little time to learn to say it properly, but I made him say 
it over and over again until I got the hang of it, because — 
well, because I thought it would make him feel more at 
home if I could say his name exactly right.” 

“ I expect it does. How do you say it ?” I enquire. 

“Yoicheech,” says Bryan, pronouncing the last “ch” as 
in “ loch ” . . . “ Voicheech Koval ” — that’s his name. Koval 
means blacksmith, but of course he isn’t a blacksmith any 
more than any one here who is called Smith , . . now I’ll 
show you how I teach him.” 

As I have had no experience of teaching languages I 
cannot Judge the merits of Bryan’s system, but it seems 
original and amusing. The book is full of little drawings 
and beside each drawing is an English phrase, 

“He draws the pictures,” says Bryan, eagerly explaining, 
“ and I tell him what the things are called. It was the only 
way we could do it as far as I could see. I mean it wasn’t 
like a master teaching you French and saying, “ the cow- 
la vache,’ because neither of us knew what the other caEed 
it.” 
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“Very difficult!” I murmur. 

“Yes, but fun," declares Bryan. “That’s his house in 
Poland, you see. It’s a little cottage on a farm and he lives 
there with his mother— at least he used to live there. That 
was the first thing he drew, and I taught him to say. ‘This 
is my house,’ then I went on and taught him to say ‘ this 
is my arm’ and ‘this is my leg’— he can say all that 
beautifully now... and here’s a plough,” says Bryan, 
turning over the pages feverishly, “ that’s a plough, you 
you see, and that’s him ploughing ... and that’s him 
milking the cows.” 

The drawings are somewhat primitive, but quite un- 
mistakable. They remind me a little of those very modern 
drawings which appear crude and childish to the unini- 
tiated, but are supposed to be the height of sophistication. 

“I must go now,” says Bryan, leaping down. “He’ll be 
waiting for me, you see . . . and thanks awfully much for 
the bob, I thought I’d give him a treat and take him to the 
circus . . . you don’t mind, do you?” 

I enquire whether Bryan’s pupil is sufficiently advanced 
to enjoy the circus, but Bryan points out that the circus is 
an entertainment which can be enjoyed even by someone 
who is ignorant of the language . . . “ he won’t understand 
the jokes,” says Bryan a trifle sadly, “ and that’s a pity 
because he loves jokes. , .but he’ll be able to see the 
clowns tripping each other up and throwing things at each 
other, and he’ll be able to see the animals ... he’s mad 
about horses . . .” 

The circus, which visits Donford once a year for three 
hectic days, is not what one might call a very polished 
performance, but considering the fact that it spends its 
whole existence travelling from place to place, erecting 
the Big Top and taking it down again as often as three 
times in one week, it was a performance to be admired. 
Bryan dashes through his dinner and is off like a rocket 
to collect his new friend ; Betty and Pinkie and I follow 
more slowly. We join the stream of townsfolk and soldiers 
which is wending its way towards the common, where the 
circus is encamped— it is such a noble stream that I begin 
to wonder a trifle anxiously whether there will be sufficient 
accommodation for us all. Unfortunately Betty is not at 
her best. She was anxious to go with Bryan— instead of 
with Pinkie and me— and I was obliged to put my foot 
down firmly. She walks along between us brooding upon 
the injustice of fate, and it is not until we approach the 
tents and hear the band playing that her interest in life 
begins to revive. The lions are in large cages on wheels ; 
we pass them on our way to the Big Top, and I am glad 
to see that the poor animals look healthy and well cared 
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for In front of us there is a woman with two children 
whom she is incapable of controlUng. They climb upon 
the shafts of the carts and pay no heed to her shouts. 
Betty watches them with interest, and I can see that she 
admires their defiance of authority, and would emulate 
it if she dared. The woman shouts louder, and finally 
grips them by their legs and cries, “Come doon, ye wee 
de’ils ! I’ll gie ye tae the lions for their dinners.’ 

This threat has no effect upon the imps at all — ^for they 
are inured to empty threats— but its effect upon Betty is 
remarkable. She seizes my hand and cries in accents of dis- 
may, “ Oh, Mummy, don’t let her— don’t let her Mummy ! 
It takes several minutes to convince Betty that the child- 
ren’s mother has no intention of feeding her offspring to 
the lions. By this time we have arrived at the Circus Tent, 
and are shovm to our seats by a dwarf attired in green 
satin. He is about the same height as Betty, and has a 
round cheery face. Betty asks in a loud whisper whether 
I think he is “ out of Snow White,’’ and the dwarf, over- 
hearing this, chuckles delightedly and tells Betty that he 
has been given a holiday from the diamond mines so that 
he can take part in the circus. Betty would fain continue 
this interesting conversation, but the dwarf is too busy. 

Having settled ourselves comfortably (or as comfortably 
as the hard benches will allow) we can look round and 
enjoy the fun. The circus has not started yet, but there 
is plenty to see. The Big Top is astonishingly large and 
well-lit and the circle of green grass in the middle, which 
Is really a piece of Donford Common, is an excellent arena. 
Just along from where we are sitting I see Mamie Carter 
and her nurse and children, and Stella Hardford is with 
her. Stella wears a bored expression and obviously is in 
no mood to enjoy a childish entertainment such as this. 

Pinkie says suddenly, “ Look, there he is . . . look, over 
near the pillar !’’ and I look across the ring and see Bryan 
and his new friend. They have chosen seats as close to the 
magic circle as possible so that nothing that happens shall 
escape their notice. The young Pole is large and sturdily 
built with curly fair hair and blue eyes. I observe him 
carefully (for to tell the truth I have been a trifle anxious 
about this friendship) but his face is open and honest and 
very young, and I can believe that Bryan feels him to be a 
contemporary ... I am still looking at him when he turns 
towards Bryan and smiles With real affection, which is 
pleasant to see. Bryan’s face wears an expression of sheer 
bliss, and I realise that this is probably one of the happiest 
moments of his life, for, not only is he prepared to enjoy 
the entertainment himself, but he is giving enjoyment to 
his friend . . , they are laughing together now, and Bryan 
is pointing to a clown who has tumbled into the arena and 


ISO 


MBS. TIM CARRIES ON 


is rubbing Ms bead and pretending to be very angry * . . 
the clown has baggy trousers and a red nose and a smal! 
green bat with a feather in it. 

The band strikes up and the circus starts in earnest, 
and it is a good deal better than one might have espseted. 
There are conjurers and acrobats and tightrope-walkers, 
there are horses and bears and performing dogs. There 
is a real live elephant, there are lions. 

The audience is an appreciative one, and it looks to me 
as though Stella Hardford is the only person in the tent 
who is not enjoying the fun. Her face remains coldly dis-- 
, dainful,, and whenever I look in her direction she seems to 
be yawning. Why has she come, I wonder. What did she 
expect to see ? The turns are not very wonderful, perhaps, 
but they are by no means feeble, and apart from the actual 
performance there is so much to see that it is almost 
inconceivable that any one could be bored. The children's 
expressions — astonished, exultant, hilarious, » as tm*n suc- 
ceeds turn—are an entertainment in themselves. 

There is much to see ; it is such a human sort of affair ; 
it is a glimpse into a life which is entirely different from 
one's own life, and yet is lived by people very like oneself. 
Take “ Rose Killarney ” for instance. She is a nice-looking 
woman of about my own age and is attired in a pink satin 
ball dress. She climbs a silver pole and walks the tightrope 
with a little parasol to balance herself ... a strange life * 
Is she happy, I wonder. Does she like wandering about the 
country ? What is she really like ? * What does she fee! ? Is 
she proud of her accomplishment, or is she sick to death of 
walking the tightrope in a pink satin dress ? Then there is 
a clown who is the laughing-stock of the show ; he is 
the butt of everyone and succeeds (very cleverly) in getting 
in everyone’s way ... is he really a butt, or is he a respected 
member of the little society to which he belongs? The 

Dolly Sisters ” who ride upon a fat old horse and jump 
very neatly through paper hoops are really mother and 
daughter. The daughter is a bit of a minx and enjoys 
showing off. The mother is a trifle stiff in the joints, and 
there is a little crease of anxiety and apprehension bet- 
ween her brows . . . She is wondering what will happen to 
her when the day comes— the dreaded day— when she finds 
that she cannot jump through any more hoops, when her 
limbs refuse to obey her will, or her nerve fails her. 
There is a circus within a circus here. The lion-tamer 
a cat-like man in smoothly fitting tights, makes eyes at 
the Dolly Daughter as she canters out of the ring . . . what 
gossip, what scandal, what chatter there must be amongst 
the people of this little world. How they must watch each 
other I How they must scheme and love and hate ! Their 
little world is so circumscribed, it moves on an axis of Its 
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own and the people in it can have little contact with the 
^^^Tvoid^Stella^Sid Mamie as we 

throuEh the crowd, for I have enjoyed myself and have no 
wish to listen to their criticisms of our afternoons enter- 
tainment. We meet Bryan outside the gate and walk home 

*°linMe enquimsr" What are you thinking about ?” and I 
reply that I am thinking that the circus is veiy like a 
Regiment. . . . 


WEDNESDAY, IITH SEPTEMBER 

After a long morning at the “ Comforts Depot,” 
and I decide to walk along the shore. We l^ave 
before with great benefit to body and soul, and there is no 
reason why we should not repeat the 

“ I think we should do this every Wednesday, sa3rs 
Grace, and I agree that we might do worse. 

It is a brilliant day with a rough wind, the sea is deep- 
blue flecked with white horses. 

Gorgeous I” exclaims Grace somewhat breathlessly, 
as she seizes her hat and jams it more firmly on to her head. 

We^rifggS^atog 'until^we reach the shelter of the clMs, 
and here we pause for a few moments to admire the 
The tide is out. and the sweep of firm brown sand stretches 
for tTiUpg but the war has brought changes even here, for 
the shore is dotted with strong posts sunk in concrete, and 
there are concrete pill-boxes and coils of baxbed wire 
hidden amongst the rocks. Personally I thii^ that these 
evidences of conflict spoil the beauty of the view, taut 
Grace says she can shut her eyes to them and see the yi^ 
exactly as if they were not there. It only requires a slight 
effort of concentration to perform this feat, says Grace, 
and she adds that she wishes Jack were here instead of 
cooped up in the Orderly Room with a lot of. dusty files. 

“ Jack would appreciate the beauty of it,” says Grace. 
Mv‘ acquaintance with Jack has not led me to believe that 
he has much eye for the beauties of nature (I have always 
thought him essentially practical), but I agree with Grace 
that it would be lovely if Jack and Tim were here. 

I have scarcely spoken when we come round a high poinr 
of rock and find ourselves in a small secluded bay, and 
in the middle of the curve of sand we behold our two 
husbands struggling together— apparently locked in mortal 
combat. The sight is so unexpected and aJarmmg that 
we stop dead in our tracks, andj at that moment, Jack is 
lifted in the air and flung heavily on to the ground. Tins 
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breaks the spell. Grace and I rush forward shouting 
“Jack,” and “ Tim ’V respectively, but by the time we 
reach the scene of battle Jack has risen and Tim is brush- 
ing the sand from his tunic and enquiring with solicitude 
whether he is hurt. 

. “Were you fighting asks Grace in breathless tones. 

Jack says “Yes/’ and Tim says “No,” simultaneously. 
Then they look at each other and laugh. 

“Well, what on earth toere you doing?” asks Grace. 

At first they refuse any explanation of the incident, and 
then they tease us by offering us various wild and 
obviously untrue interpretations of its meaning — ^Tlm 
declares that he lent Jack five bob and Jack refused to 
repay it, and Jack declares that he discovered Tim was 
selling secrets to the enemy — but eventually, by perse- 
vering in our endeavours, we discover that our husbands have 
been practising “unarmed combat” in a purely friendly 
spirit, and that Jack has had the worst of it. 

“Tim is marvellous,” declares Jack. “He chucked me 
about as if I were made of straw,” to which amazing state- 
ment Tim modestly replies, “We did quite a lot of the 
stuff in France.” 

Now that they have started to talk about it they seem to 
have plenty to say on the subject, and Grace and I are in- 
formed that there are no rules at all . . . “ You can kick 
or hit or squeeze,” declares Jack gravely. “You can trip 
the fellow or swipe him with your tin hat or poke him in 
the stomach, or gouge his eyes. . .it’s grand sport.” 

Tim says it’s the wrestling that interests him. They had 
an instructor attached to them ; he was quite small and 
slight, but he could throw the beefiest, brawniest man in 
the Battalion without turning a hair. 

I enquire whether Tim and Jack came out with the 
express intention of practising Unarmed Combat upon the 
shore, but Tim scouts the idea. Good Lord, no,” he 
replies. “We haven’t time for that. We came to have a 
look at the defences — ^the pill-boxes and barbed wire — 
they’re dashed good, as a matter of fact, aren’t they, 
Jack?” 

Grace and I are delighted to hear this report, but Jack 
is far from satisfied ; he says that in his opinion the 
defences of Donford Bay are far too good. Nobody in their 
senses would attempt an invasion. It would be better 
policy to encourage the enemy to land in this country , . . 
then we should have him by the short hairs. 

Tim enquires how Jack would encourage the enemy to 
land, does he suggest sending Hitler an invitation ? To 
which Jack replies, “ No, of course not, that would defeat 
our purpose. We should pretend that we’re frightened.” 
As we turn and walk back together Grace tries to get 
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Jack to admire the scenery. She points out the glorious 
colour of the sea, and adds that the wide sweep of sands is 
tinged with purple, but Jack refuses to see the purple tinge 
in the sand, and declares that sand looks brown to him, 
because it la brown. Grace immediately retorts that the 
water in the sea is not really blue, so she supposes that the 
sea does not look blue to Jack. 

not an artist,” says Jack, begging the question, 
and if my family hadn’t insisted on my going into the Ser- 
vice I should have been an engineer. I should have been 
more useful as an engineer, I’m certain. I’ve got ideas,” 
declares Jack earnestly, I’ve got a Jialr for engineering. 
Look at this enormous bay, for instance, why don’t we 
build a dam across the entrance and make all that waste 
space into profitable land ? That’s what they’ve done in 
Holland, but we haven’t got the initiative,” 

Tim looks at the bay and murmurs that there might be 
something in it. 

** Hundreds of acres!” declares Jack, waving his arms 
excitedly. '*We should have hundreds of acres of profit- 
able land for growing food instead of this barren waste, 
which is no good to anybody.” 

Grace objects to this and says that the stretch of sand is 
useful because of its beauty. We need beauty in our lives. 
She quotes a proverb or saying (I think it is Chinese) which 
advises its hearers that if they have two loaves they should 
sell one and buy a flower. Jack allows that that might be 
quite a reasonable thing to do if you could be certain of 
getting another loaf before your remaining loaf was 
finished, but if not it would be sheer madness . . .“You 
couldn’t admire a flower if you were hungry,” adds Jack 
with conviction. 


THURSDAY, 12TH SEPTEMBER 

Pinkie does a good deal of telephoning (but not at our 
expense, for she is almost invariably the recipient of the 
call) and as the telephone is situated, most inconveniently, 
in the hall her conversations are audible to the entire 
house-hold. “Yes, Nick . . .” she is saying, “Yes, of course 
I could. Yes, it is a lovely day for it. . .three o’clock? 
Yes, that will suit me splendidly . . , Oh, Nick, hold on . . . 
will you call for me or what ? ... All right . . . yes, three 
o’clock . . 

It is difficult — in fact it is almost impossible to keep 
track of Pinffle’s friends, but I feel that it is my duty to 
try, and as “Nick” is an entirely new name to me I feel 
justified in making enquiries about him. Pinkie is not of a 
secretive nature, and is only too ready to enlighten me ; 
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she explains that Nick is the Polish lieutenant who came 
to tea. His name is quite unpronounceable and^ as it 
begins with Nick/^ she has asked and been granted per- 
mission to use the sobriquet , . . And he’s going to call me 
Rose Marie” adds Pinkie, smiling., “It will be rather nice 
because nobody ever calls me :by my proper , name. Nick 
says it is such a pretty name-much; prettier than Pinkie.” 

“Yes,” I reply, a trifle doubtfully, “Yes, I see.” 

■ : “ We’re going -to walk along the: 'shore, to the Hermit’s 
Cave,” Pinkie continues cheerfully. , “ I told Mm about it 
the other day and he wants to see it. You don’t mind,; 
do you?”,: 

It is poor fun to be a spoil sport, but the idea of Pinkie 
and her latest friend setting forth upon a solitary walk to 
the Hermit’s Cave is somewhat alarming. I consider the 
matter hastily and decide that I must be Arm. 

Pinkie does not understand my tactful objections — ^**but 
you liked him, darling !” she exclaims. 

“I liked him immensely, but we know nothing about 
him ... he might misunderstand.” 

“ Oh, he often does, poor lamb !” declares Pinkie, with a 
chuckle. “That’s half the fun, really. You see he can’t 
speak French, so our only means of communication is his 
lame English . .sometimes we have to draw pictures to 
make each other understand” 

“I didn’t mean that” 1 explain, sticking to the point 
tenaciously. “ I mean he might think it odd if you went 
for a walk with him by yourself. I don’t suppose his sisters 
— ^if he has any — ^would be allowed to go for a walk alone 
with a man.” 

Pinkie is no fool. “ Oh, I see,” she says. “ Yes, I daresay 
they have different ideas. It seems silly when there’s a war 
on.” 

“It does, rather,” I agree. 

Pinkie considers the matter, “How would it do if you 
came with us ?” she enquires. 

“Me!” I exclaim in amazement. 

“Yes,” says Pinkie, warming to her plan. “Yes, it’s a 
marvellous idea. You’d like the walk, wouldn’t you ? Nick 
was awfully keen to see the Hermit’s Cave . . . and if you 
came too . . . well, that would make it perfectly all right, 
wouldn’t it ?” 

It would, of course, but I am extremely doubtful whether 
Nick would be as enthusiastic as Pinkie at the presence 
of a third party, and as I am not at all keen on playing 
goose»berry, I raise every objection that I can. 

“But he likes you!” cries Pinkie. “He says^ou are *full 
of attractiveness,’ so, of course, he will be pleased. How 
could any one not be pleased to see you, darling ?” 

The 'argument continues throughout lunch and at two 
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o^'clock is still unsettled, when the telephone bell rings, I 

answer the telephone, as it is 
probably for her, and she rushes away to do so . . . Yes, 
says 'Pinkieg'V‘‘;Yes^ Oh, goodness, Td^ forgotten I 

, . Yes, oh yes, of course. No, it would never do . . . Well, 
Fd forgotten about it . . . yes, but it 

will be all right/' , . . , x 

The receiver is" replaced, and Pinkie returns somewhat 
crestfallen. *^I've done an awful thing," she declares. 
promised Bill to play tennis and he's taken the court and 
arranged a four . . . Fd forgotten, you see” 

Awkward for you” I suggest, feeling like a reprieved 

■criminal. ■ ■ . ■■ ■ 

'‘Very awkward,” Pinkie agrees. “Ill have to go, Im 
afraid, so would you mind seeing Nick when he calls for 
me, and explaining about it?” 

It is not until Pinkie has departed with her tennis racquet 
that I realise what I have let myself in for. The matter is 
delicate, and the greatest diplomacy will foe necessary, but 
how can one use diplomacy when one is hampered by lin- 
guistic inadequacy ? The more I think about the prospec- 
tive interview the more alarmed I become, until I finally 
determine to go out myself and leave Nick to his fate. I 
gather my knitting together and stuff it into the bag, and 
am about to rise and beat a hasty retreat when I hear the 
front-door bell ring violently, and realise that the decision 
was reached too late, and that my line of retreat is cut. 

Nick comes in smiling— he really is a most charming 
person— and, when we have greeted each other and shaken 
hands politely, I invite him to be seated. 

‘‘Rose Marie is nearly ready ?” he enquires. 

“ No,” I reply, “ No, she is very sorry she cannot go this 
afternoon. She made a mistake— a muddle, you know— she 

forgot she had promised to play tennis and so ” 

“You not allow,” he says, shaking his head sadly. “No 
I thought that. You not allow.” 

"She made a muddle of her arrangements,” I tell him, 
trying to speak very slowly and clearly. 

“Yes,” agrees Nick — I am obliged to call him Nick, for 
I have no other name for him— “Yes, it is me make the 
muddle. I should not ask Rose Marie, no?” 

" It was very good of you to ask her.” 

" Good ?” he enquires in a puzzled voice, " but yes, it is 
true, I would be very good. Still you do not allow that she 
come— no ?” 

“She forgot,” I explain, trying not to shout. “She did 
not remembar that she had promised to play tennis.” 

“It was to walk not tennis that she declares 

Nick firmly, “ and I have said yes, I will be good: So you 
allow that she come, yes ?” . ' ' , , 
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“No, I can’t, because she is not here,” 

“Not here?” he enquires in surprise, “But she promise 
to walk” 

“She forgot about the tennis,” 

Nick shakes his head. “I do not know what mean this 
about tennis,” he declares hopelessly, 

I feel quite hopeless too, and we look at each other for 
a moment or two without speaking. 

“ Rose Marie is not here ?” he inquires at last ; “ She has 
gone out with another friend — she forgot she promise to 
walk with me, yes?” 

“ No ” I say firmly and shake my head, “ No, she did not 
forget. She is very sorry.” 

“ She is very sorry ?” he enquires hopefully. 

I nod and say, “Yes, very sorry indeed.” 

Nick sighs. “ Oh, dear !” he exclaims, and the old 
maidish exclamation sounds very droll from his lips. 
“Oh, dear, it is pit! I cannot understand. It is like I 
walk in a fog ... all the time the fog is there. You are 
not cross, no ?” 

“No, of course not.” 

“ I do not mind then,” says Nick, with a delightful smile. 
“ I do not mind that I cannot understand. It is all one 
. . . you permit that I talk to you, yes ?” 

“I you want to,” I reply, somewhat amused. 

“I would Zz/ce,” he declares earnestly. “We wEl talk 
about Rose Maries ...” 


SATURDAY, 14TH SEPTEMBER 

“I do love Bryan” says Pinkie, producing a small 
crumpled piece of paper and laying it beside me on my 
desk. “I do think Bryan is the most engaging creature— 
what do you make of that?” 

The piece of paper is smoothed out for my inspection. 
On it is wiitten in Bryan’s well-known scrawl: 

KICK ATHER HARD. 

HIT HIM ON THE HEAD WITH A TENIS BALL HARD, 

The memo— if that is what it is— is written so fiercely and 
boldly that in some places the pencil has gone through the 
paper and left a ragged hole. ... 

Pinkie and I look at each other and smile. “ Is it a 
threat?” enquires Pinkie. “Is it a sort of warning— like 
the Black Spot?— What do you think it is?” 

I cannot elucidate the problem, but suggest that we 
should ask Bryan to solve it for us, . . . “Poor Arthur” I 
add, a trlfie sadly. 



*'Not at all,” says Pinkie firmly. “I'm not the least tit 
sorry for Arthur. He must have done something extremely 
unpleasant — you can see that Bryan was furious with him — 
I don't mind fostting you sixpence that Arthur thoroughly 
deserves it.” She stands there for a few moments looking at 
the scrap of paper with her dimples coming and going in the 
most delightful way. “Dear Bryan . . .”.she says. “I never 
knew much about boys before, but now ... I think it would 
be lovely to have boys when I'm married ... if I ever 
do marry.” 

This seems a good opportunity to bring up the subject 
of Pinkie's young men friends— it is a subject which has 
been causing me some anxiety, and especially just lately. She 
has so many friends (their name is legion and there is safety 
in numbers, of course), but ail the same I feel that I ought 
to know what her feelings are, for I am responsible to Elinor 
for her wellbeing. I have never been afraid of Bill, for he, 
poor soul, is merely a friend and has been told as much in 
so many words; I flatter myself that I know Pinkie better 
then he does, and am aware that what Pinkie says, she 
means. Young Craddock seemed a hot favourite at one 
time— though to do Pinkie justice, she treated him with the 
same friendliness which she extends to all her friends — but 
now there is Nick, and Nick is a different matter altogther. 
He is handsome and charming and has a romantic air about 
him— not to speak of a romantic background — ^Nick is the 

sort of young man who might turn any girl's head I have 

been seeking an opportunity to speak to Pinkie seriously, 
and here it is. I must seize it and use to the best ad- 
vantage. ... 

“ What is the matter, darling?” says Pinkie suddenly. 

There's a faraway look in your eyes . . . and I've asked you 
twice whether you want me to take your watch to Mackay's 
to have it mended. You had better tell me what's the 
matter.” 

I reply that there is nothing the matter with me, but that 
l am worried about her, and add that although she may not 
be aware of the fact, she is playing havoc with the affec- 
tions of her admirers. 

Pinkie opens her eyes very wide and says, “Oh, tzo, 
Hester darling. You don’t understand. I’m not that sort of 
person at alL I hate that sort of thing. I always have hated 
it— I mean at school and — and everywhere 

“ But, Pinkie, I know you don't mean ” 

“They’re just friends” says Pinkie earnestly, “Just 
friends, that’s ^11. I like having lots of friends.” 

“ But what about theml” I enquire. 

“ They understand,” she replies. “ They like being friends 
with me, you see. They ask me to play tennis or badminton, 
or go to the pictures, and of course I enjoy it— and they do, 

10 


PART III: AUGtJST-SEPTEMBER 


188 MRS. TIM CARRIES ON ^ 

too. They wouldn’t ash me if they didn’t, would they?” 

“ Are you sure they understand?” 

“I’m sure of it, perfectly certain,” declares Pinkie. “I’ve 
told them, you see.” 

“You’ve told them?” I echo, somewhat puzzled by her 
words. 

“Yes,” says Pinkie gravely. “I tell them all— at the very 
beginning— or, at least, as soon as they begin to get very 
friendly— I tell them that I like being friends with them, 
but I don’t like any silly nonsense— so they couldn’t possibly 
not imderstand, could they?” 

“ No-o,” I reply doubtfully. 

“No, of course not,” says Pinkie firmly. “Things are 
different now. You can go about and have a good time 
together, and it doesn’t mean anything except that you like 
each other— and you both know that, so it’s all right. 
Everything is perfectly clear and— well— above board, if you 
know what I mean . . . and anyhow, they’re far too young.” 

I enquire somewhat anxiously whether they are all lOO 
young, and Pinkie says, “ Yes.” She hesitates for a moment 
and I have a feeling that she is going to say something else, 
but when she does eventually open her mouth it is only to 
add that they are all mere children. < When she marries — if 
she ever marries — ^it will be somebody much older than 
herself, somebody quite old. I ask Pinkie how old her ideal 
husband will be, and she replies, “ Oh, at least thirty.” 

Pinkie goes away after this, and I have just risen from 
my desk, and am peering into the mirror, trying to count 
my wrinkles and to number my grey hairs, when she comes 
back into the room and says in a conspiratorial tone, “ Don’t 
let’s mention it to him, Hester. It might be— well, I mean 
it might be' sort of private. Don’t you think so?” 

“ Who, what?” I ask, gazing at her blankly. 

“ Bryan,” breathes Pinkie. “ That Black Spot affair . . . 
he mightn’t like it if he knew that we knew about it.” 

I agree to remain silent upon the subject— though I am 
pretty certain that Bryan would not mind in the least— and 
Pinkie vanishes once more ... spend the rest of the day 
worrying over our conversation, and trying to think which 
of Pinkie’s friends has reached the ripe age of thirty. 


MONDAY, 16TH SEPTEMBER 

Tim returns from the Barracks with the news that Tony 
Morley has offered him a day’s shooting ... he has managed 
to get leave, so that’s all right, and if only ft’s a nice day, 
everything in the garden will be lovely. Pinkie and I are 
invited too, and Tony will take sufficient food for us all. 
It isn’t a drive, because there aren’t any beaters, so we shall 
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M¥e tO' walked miles and miles in 
Belgium he is in excellent training and it won’t worry him, 
:If Pinkie and I "get, tired we can sit down somewhere and get 
picked up ' on the way back. Pinkie says she bets she can 
walk as far as, Tim can, to which Tim retorts, ‘' How , much?” 
Pinkie says, "Well ... a bob,” and Tim says, “Your bob, iS' 
as good as lost.” 

To change the subject, I enquire whether the shoot^is, 
far o.ff '.and, if so, how we are to get there— our petrol Tation 
for the current month having been used already— Tim ■, 
explains that the moor belongs to a young subaltern called 
Craddock— or, to foe exact, to young Craddock’s father— and 
Morley said it was about ten miles away, but Morley is 
talnng us in his car, so we don’t need to worry. There’s a 
rattling good grouse-moor and some fields where we may 
find some partridges. Craddock pere is a big bug, and owns 
a large estate, but he’s very seldom there because he’s been 
given some important Job in London. 

Pinkie has listened to all this in silence, and now she 
enquires whether “ old Mr. Craddock ” is to be there to- 
morrow. Tim says no, he doesn’t think so, Pinkie says: “Oh, 
but I suppose George Craddock is coming?” Tim says yes, 
he believes he is, and adds — quite unnecessarily of course — 
that young Craddock is in Morley’s Battalion and Morley 
thinks a lot of him. Pinkie says, “ Yes, he’s awfully nice.” I 
feel that Pinkie has shown a good deal of interest in the 
Craddock family— but young Craddock is more like twenty- 
three than thirty! 

Tim is quite excited at the prospect of a day’s shooting, 
he gets out his guns and spends the evening taking them to 
pieces and Jutting them together again. 


TUESDAY, 17TH SEPTEMBER 

Two large cars pull up at the gate as the clock strikes 
the half-hour— fortunately we are ready in good time and 
troop down the path carrying bags and guns and mackin- 
toshes and other impedimenta. 

Tony says, “Hallo, you’re all ready— good show! It’s 
going to be a lovely day.” Symes hastens forward to open 
the gate. Young Craddock leaps out of his car— which is 
just behind Tony’s— and salutes us smartly. There is a good 
deal of talking and laughing until Tony puts a stop to it 
by saying that time is valuable. “ Hop in,” says Tony. “You 
can all come in my car and Craddock can take Symes. 
Craddock’s ca? is full of dogs and baskets ” 

Mr. Craddock looks somewhat crestfallen at this arrange- 
ment, and says that there’s room for Miss Bradshaw in front 
and Symes could go in the back with the dogs, but of course 
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!f she would rather . . . and Tony says, Oh, Just as you like ” 
and Pinkie solves the ■ problem by making a bee-line ■ lor 
George Craddock’s car and. getting in. 

Off we go. It is a lovely autumn morning with a little 
nip of frost in the sparkling air,, and the hills stand out in 
bold relief against the violet blue sky. Par .over the sea there 
is a band of bright saffron on the horizon and, as we reach 
the top of the hill, I turn and loo.k back and am just in time 
to see the sun rise out of the sea. No wonder the ancients 
worshipped the sun, for his appearance changes the whole 
scene . * , before his coming the morning was painted in soft 
tones of yellow and violet blue, but now. in -a moment it 
springs to life and colour. The trees— all red and golden 
in their autumn dress— are touched with the magic flame, 
and their long shadows sweep across the road like pointing 
Angers. Our way lies north and west, first along the cliffs 
which edge the bounding sea, and theiT inland towards the 
rounded hills. We climb, we descend, we catch glimpses of 
farms, of cottages, of lochs nestling in the folds of the hills, 
and all the time the sun rises higher in the sky, and the 
colours in the landscape brighten and deepen. Now we are 
amongst the hills, and they rise fold upon fold around us, 
and the road twists and turns across the moors. 

George Craddock’s car is leading, for he knows the way, 
and suddenly in the middle of a stretch of moorland road; 
he signals that he is going to stop and draws on to a grassy 
plot at the road-side. Tony follows suit, and he has scarcely 
done so, when George jumps out of his car and comes to 
the v;indow. He explains that this is quite a good place to 
leave the cars. We can shoot Fingal first and, returning by 
another way, have our lunch comfortably and go on to, the 
lower slopes in the afternoon. 

Tony points to a large rounded Mil with a jutting 
shoulder and says, “Is that Pingal?” 

“:Yes, .sir,” replies George smartly. 

I notice— not without amusement — that George is on 
Ms very best behaviour to-day, and is very much the junior 
subaltern. I cannot determine whether George is really 
awed by the superior rank of his two fellow shooters, or 
whether he is being careful not to take advantage of the 
fact that he is their host. 

Tony says, “ We go across the moor, do we, and up over 
the shoulder.” 

“ Yes, sir,” agrees George, “ and we come back at the other 
side of the fir plantation,” 

That sounds all right,” says Tony, “ and afiyiiow youTe 
O.C. Troops— so lead on, General Craddock.” 

George Mushes: “Well, I mean that’s what we usually do, 
sir . . . you see, the birds usually fly across the shoulder of 
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Fiiigal and; we ' get ^another ' chaaice,^ them on the way 
:back/v:^:v ' 

By this time we have all got out and are standing in the 
road. Pinkie and I have no arrangements to make, so we 
hang about waiting for them to start. The wind has a 
knife-edge to it, and they take' ages to settle matters . . . 
coats are removed and stowed in the cars; guns are taken 
out and examined ; bags of cartridges are produced — and 
empty bags for the game—and Symes is loaded with haver- 
sacks. Symes looks quite dazed at ail the advice he receives, 
and is completely out of his element. Finally, when all is 
ready, we start off across the moor—the three shooters in 
front with the dogs, and Pinkie and I and Symes behind. 
We have been told not to speak or — ^if speak we must — ^in 
whispers only, but somehow we do not want to sneak It 
is so quiet and peaceful here, the springy turf and the fading 
heather beneath out feet and the cloudless blue sky above 
our heads, and all around us the upstanding hills, peeping 
over each other’s shoulders. There is no sign of man, 
nor of man’s works; we might be hundreds of miles 
from anywhere. Every now and then we come to a burn, 
full of brown peaty water, which meanders lazily across 
the moor; or to a clump of pine trees, or a low stone 
wall . . . then we begin to climb the lower slopes of the 
hill, and here the heather grows higher and thicker, and the 
hoar frost melting with the sun- s rays sparkles upon it like 
diamonds. 

We have been walking for about twenty minutes when 
the dogs put up some grouse— they fly off squawking and 
the three guns speak almost simultaneously. I have been 
expecting this for so long that I have ceased to expect it, 
and the noise is so loud and so sudden that I almost jump 
out of my skin. My two companions are equally startled. 
Pinkie says, ‘"Oh!” and Symes drops a game bag ... he 
picks it up at once and looking at me somewhat sheepishly 
says that it slipped out of his hand. Tim is now signalling 
to us to keep back until the birds are retrieved, so Symes 
spreads a mackintosh on a convenient boulder and we sit 
down. . 

** Does the Colonel want me to fetch the grouse enquires 
Symes anxiously. 

I reply that the dogs will find them, but that he will 
probably have to carry them. 

He smiles and says, “ You’ll keep me right, won’t you?” 
and I promise to do what I can in the matter. 

“ It’s grand fun,” says Symes, “ I never did anything like 
this before, ’^here seems a lot in it . . , and I don’t want 
to let the Colonel down. I’ve read about shooting grouse, 
of course, but I never thought I’d be doing it.” Symes is so 
pleased with himself that I have not the heart to point out 


142 


MRS. TIM CARRIES ON 


that he is not shooting grouse, but merely carrying the 
ammunition — ^instead, I suggest that he will have to write 
to Miss Ebb and tell her about it. ■ He agrees that he must 
do so, and opines that she will be very much surprised when ■ 
she hears about it “ She’s having a good time, too ” adds 
Symes. ‘‘What with Naval OJSicers and being taken to see 
over ships. ...” 

■Pinkie says, “ I’ve never been out with guns before either, 
I shall write to Aunt Elinor and tell her.” 

There is a short siience, and then Symes says in a 
thoughtful voice, “ War is funny, isn’t it?” 

“But this isn’t war!” exclaims Pinkie. 

“It’s my war, Miss,” says Symes firmly— an oracular 
statement which gives me food for thought. If it were not 
for the war, if it were not for the fact that a megalomaniac 
in Central Europe had run amok and turned the world 
into a cockpit, Symes would be packing china in a London 
basement. ... 

The birds are now collected, and we are invited to admire 
them before they are stowed into the bag. There are three 
birds, two of which have fallen to Tony’s gun and one to 
George Craddock. , , . I feel absurdly sorry for Tim, but 
manage to refrain from showing any sympathy, as I am 
aware that Tim would hate it. . . . Now we are off again, 
the three guns in front spreading out fanwise and keeping 
level with each other. It is much warmer, for we are 
sheltered by the hill. Symes looks very hot in his thick 
battledress, but he plods on manfully and refuses to allow 
Pinkie or me to lighten his load by a single bag. We have 
now nearly reached the top of the ridges and Tim signals 
to us to wait, so we sit down again— very thankfully— and 
watch the shooters until they disappear over the top. We 
hear four shots and then another two— Symes looks at me 
enquiringly, but I shake my head, for I am aware that it is 
better to obey orders to the letter than to display initiative. 

Pinkie asks what time it is and, on being informed that 
it is eleven o’clock, she groans and says, “ Only eleven? I’m 
simply starving.” 

“ It's the fresh air,” says Symes, and he produces a large 

slab of milk chocolate and shares it with us I compliment 

him upon his forethought, and he replies modestly that he 
often feels hungry himself in the middle of the morning 
and chocolate is easy to carry and very filling. We talk in 
a desultory way. Pinkie, harking back to our previous con- 
versation, asks Symes whether he likes being a soldier, or 
would rather be back at his usual job, and Symes replies that 
he likes being a soldier. “I never thought 1% like it,” lie 
declares, “ but I like it so much I couldn’t go back— not to 
the packing room. I coudn’t. Gertie says the same— well, I 
don’t know what’s to happen to us after the war. It’s difficult. 
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isn't it?: Gertie''says not to tliink' too far ahead, but Just' win ' 
the war first . . .still, you can't help wondering." 

, It certainly is ' a problem,, and I am so , interested in 'it: 
that I ask Symes why he feels that he could not go back. He 
replies' that packing china doesn't seem important now— ■ 
not the kind of job for a man — ‘‘ but it's the Colonel, really," 
adds Symes thoughtfully. ‘'I never knew there could be 
any one like the Colonel, If you'd told me I’d be happy as 
an officer’s servant I wouldn't have believed you— no menial 
work for me, I'd have said— but it's a pleasure to do things 
for a man like him. Sometimes I wonder . . . well, sometimes 
it just crosses my mind that I'd like to carry on with the 
Colonel after the war ... if he'd find any use for me . . . 
but then there's Gertie . . . it's a problem and no mistake." 

Pinkie says, '' Everyone likes Colonel Morley, don’t they?" 

“ Everyone,^* agrees Symes, enthusiastically. Why the 
whole Battalion would follow him through hell — and he'd 
be in front, too, he wouldn't be shoving the men on from 
behind — ^in the very front is where you'd see him. . . . We're 
off to Egypt soon,” adds Symes. 

‘‘Really?" I enquire, somewhat surprised to hear this 
piece of news, for Tony has not mentioned it. 

“ Yes,” says Symes. “ Oh, it's quite right, Miss. Everyone 
knows about it in the Battalion, only of course we're not 
supposed to talk about it to outsiders. It will be interesting 
to see a bit of the world . . . the Sphinx and the pyramids 
. . . wonderful they must be!” 

Tim is waving to us, so we move on, and I am glad to 
find that Tim has two birds to his credit this time ... we 
take a cast round the shoulder of Pingal and come back 
through a wood, and George Craddock has timed his 
manoeuvres so well that we arrive back at the road and the 
waiting cars at one o'clock precisely. Everyone is ravenous 
by now, so no time is lost in finding a sheltered spot, spread- 
ing mackintosh ground sheets and opening the picnic 
baskets. Tony has provided an excellent lunch with ample 
food for everyone — but not too much — and I realize afresh 
what a capable person he is, for I know from long experience 
how difficult it is to steer a course between the two extremes. 
Symes is given a large packet of sandwiches and a bottle of 
beer and goes back to the cars to enjoy his meal in solitude. 
The morning's bag has been spread out on the ground in 
front of us— nine and a half brace of grouse, a pigeon and 
three hares— and the shooters admire the results of their 
efforts as they eat . . . “ but we ought to do better in the 
afternoon," says George Craddock hopefully. 

"We oughrto have another gun,” Tony says, "and I 
suppose we could have got Jack MacDougall or Ledgard — 
but I just felt that it would be much nicer without them." 

"It is much nicer,” agrees Tim, "and if only I were 
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pulling my weight ... I mean I should have got a brace 
out of that last covey that broke back over my head ... in 
fact I missed several absolute sitters. I haven’t done any 

shooting since last year,” he adds apologetically. ^ 

“You have been otherwise engaged, Sir,” points out 
George, with a smile. 

“ Bigger game ” murmurs Tony. 

“Yes,” says Tim with a sigh, “Bigger game . . . you 
wouldn’t think there was a war on, would you?” and he 
waves his arm round the peaceful hills. 

It is so peaceful and friendly and pleasant that I am 
glad to be alive, and I wish we could stay here for ever 
amongst the hills— where the only other living creatures 
are the birds and the black-faced sheep and never return to 
the world and its cares. Nothing here is troublesome or 
confusing, there are no problems here. ... ' 

I am thinking about thfe, and wishing that I had been 
born a black-faced sheep, when Tony suddenly remarks, “ I 
wish we need not go back.” : 

“So do I,” agrees Tim. “It’s simply heavenly. It’s all 
the more deUghtful because it’s so unexpected ... we 
appreciate it more . . . we’ve snatched a day from peace- 
time, if you know what I mean.” 

“Oh, yes!” cries Pinkie. “That’s just what I’ve been 
feeling all the morning— you’ve put it into words. Major 
Tim.” 

“ Peace all round us,” says Tony. 

“Yes, sir,” agrees George, “But there’s more in it than 
that. Don’t you think that the reason we’re enjoying it so 
much is because— well, because we all like each other?” 

Tony smiles and says, “ Good companions— eh ? I believe 
there’s a good deal in that.” 

“ We could have another day, sir,” says George eagerly ; 
“I mean any time that you think we could get a day’s 

leave . , . the moor needs shooting badly ” 

“But you’re going off to Egypt, aren’t you?” I enquire. 
Tony looks at me in amazement. 

“Well, aren’t you?” I ask, and add a trifle diffidently, “I 
thought you were.” 

Tony says: “ Well . . . well, that beats the band. Hov; on 
earth did you hear that, Hester?” 

Everyone is looking at me and I feel somewhat uncom- 
fortable, but I pull myself together, and inform Tony that 
Symes told us, and that the whole battalion is under the 
impression that it is destined for the land of the Pharaohs. 

“Good Lord!” exclaims Tony. “It was only last night 
that I heard it myself I . . and it’s supposed<i;o be strictly 
confidential. . . . How do they get to know these things?” 
. ’Tim says, “ They always know before we do.” 

George Craddock exclaims, “Do you mean it’s true? 
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We’re really going. . . . Gosh, how marvellous! I bet well 
show the ice-cream merchants where they get off. . . . Active 
Service at last. . . . . Gosh, how absolutely super!” He rolls 

over on to his back and waves his legs in the air. 

Tony is looking a trifle grim; he says, “Well, keep it 
under your hat. Craddock — though I don’t suppose it’s much 
good if the whole blinking battalion knows ” 

“ Yes, sir,” replies George, sitting up and trying to look 
serious and reliable. “ Oh, yes, sir, of course, sir. I won’t 
sav a word . . . d’you know when we’re going, sir?” 

%ny says, “ Strange though it may appear, I do happen 
to know the approximate date of our departure.” 

There is a short but somewhat strained silence, which is 
broken by Pinkie saying, “ Oh, look!” and pointing at a tiny 
speck in the sky just above the shoulder of Fingal. 

“An aeroplane!” Says George (somewhat unnecessarily, 
for the speck has approached and lost height so rapidly that 
its nature is now quite obvious). 

Four of us look up at the plane with casual interest, but 
Tim leaps to his feet and clamps his field glasses to his 
eyes 

“ What- — ” begins Tony. 

“It’s a Jerry, that’s what!” exclaims Tim, “. . . yes, it’s a 
Jerry. I saw too many of the brutes in Prance to make any 

irtilstiSflc© 

” It’s coming down ! ” cries Pinkie excitedly. “It’s coming 
down ...” 

By this time the plane is less than half a mile away and 
is losing height rapidly. Its engines are making a loud, 
laborious noise— entirely different from the cheerful hum 
to which we have become accustomed — but I have no sooner 
noticed this than the engines peter out, and the plane does 
a gentle nose-dive into the ground and tilts over with its 
tail pointing skywards. Somehow or other it reminds me 
of a slow motion film, and the noise of the crash, which 
reaches our ears a second or two later, adds to the illusion.. 

Tony has already assumed command, “ Come, Tim,” he 
cries, “Craddock can stay with the girls— we must take 
Symes because he’s the only one in uniform,” and he starts 
running across the moor towards the wreckage. Tim picks 
up his gun and follows, shouting and beckoning to Symes. 

The unfortunate George, who has leapt to his feet and 
seized his gun in readiness, remains standing beside us with 
an expression of disappointment upon his face, which makes 
me want to laugh. I suggest that he should go with the 
others— Pinkie and I will be perfectly all right without his 
protection — ^but George says that he daren’t; the Colonel 
said he was to stay . . . “ and I like staying, really,” adds the 
miserable youth, “ I mean it’s an honour in a way . . . it’s 
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only ... well, as a matter of fact It’s the first time ... I 
m^^an I*ve never seen an enemy before • • • „ . . . . . 

PtoMe gasps and says, “ An enemy here! Isn’t it-isn’t it 

teen watching the plane with Tony’s field glasses, 
and ir it is only five hundred yards away, I can see 
ft verf clearty Sdeed ... two figures crawl out through an 
opening in the roof and side down on to the ground, ^ttey 
aDoear^somewhat dazed. When they see our party approach- 
ins they turn towards the plane — ^perhaps their first though 
is to d^troy it— but Tony calls out to them in German and 

they immediately hold up their anridenlv 

Pinkie, who has been hopping with excitement.^ sudtenly 
announces that she must be there, sbe cant wait a 
longer and, as I feel the same, we start walking towaras 
the scene of action, with George ^^ttering round iw h 
motherly hen and begging us to rememUer that the Colonel 
said we were to stay where we were ... rnnv 

“You can’t trust them!” cries George. And there may 

be bombs ... and I’m responsible for you. . . . ^ ^ 

The two airmen are now being disarmed, and w 
approach I can Tony enquiiung, in 

German, whether there is any one else m the wrecked plane. 
They shake their heads and say, Nein, and one of 
points over the hills and says that their companio^ 
descended by parachute. Tony translates mformation 
Otherwise I should not be in possession 
that he will lust make sure. He climbs on to the sloping 
wing, which lias come adrift in the crash, and peers 
the smashed window. As he turns to come down his eyes 
light upon us and he exclaims, ‘‘What are you doing here. 

I thought I told you to stay near the cars, but ^ a 
twinkle in his eyes as he says it — and a twinkle in his voice 
as well— and I hear George give a long sigh^of relief. 

“ I suppose this is the end of our shooting, says Tim 
regretfully— and of course it is, for the prisoners mimt 
be taken to Donford immediately, and the plane must he 
guarded until the proper authorities can he informed. After 
some discussion it is agreed that S3unes shall be left to look 
after the plane, Tony and George will take the prisoners to 
the barracks and report the matter to Air Force Headquar- 
ters, and Tim will drive us home in George Craddocks car. 

This settled we walk back to the road — and what a curious 
little procession it is! The two dour-looking Germans in 
their airmen’s uniforms and our own men in sporting kit. 
(In spite of their clothes, however, there is no doubt of them 
profession ; they stride along with their guns over their 
shoulders and their faces have assumed a soldierly mien-- 
stem and unsmiling). Pinkie and I bring up the rear, and 
have some difficulty in keeping up with the main body of 
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troops. We rustle through the dried heather, we scramble 
over walls, we leap from tuft to tuft of grass through the 
boggy places. The sun is shining as brightly as ever and 
the wind is blowing billowy white clouds across the azure 
sky; a lark springs up from our very feet and soars into the 
air, and from afar off comes the plaintive bleat of a sheep, 
but the whole atmosphere has changed, for the day’s peace 
has been broken . . . there is an air of unreality in the scene. 

Pinkie pinches my arm and says, “ Hester, I don’t know 
whether to laugh or cry . . . or whether I’m dreaming . . . 
what do you feel?” 

“It’s war,”’ I murmur sadly. 

“But war— here!” she says, fumbling to express her 
meaning, “ I can’t believe it . . . it’s so utterly silly some- 
how ...” 


WEDNESDAY, 18TH SEPTEMBER 

Donford is all agog with a rumour that the Germans 
have actually attempted an invasion — ^the rumour arrives at 
Winfield through the medium of the butcher’s boy. I have 
just succeeded in persuading Annie that there is nothing in 
it, and that the butcher’s boy has been pulling her leg, when 
Grace arrives with an armful of chrysanthemums and a 
large cabbage and says she has brought them for me, as a 
present to my body and my soul, and that a proper present 
should always be of this dual nature. I am delighted with 
the gifts and agreed that a double present is more than 
twice as acceptable as a single one. Annie takes the cabbage 
and carries it in triumph to the kitchen, and I proceed to 
arrange the flowers. 

Grace says have I heard about the invasion. The Germans 
set sail in their flat-bottomed boats and we allowed them to 
come within five miles of the shore before opening Are . . . 
it is “ absolutely authentic,” because she heard it from the 
lift boy at the Donford Arms and his cousin was actually 
there and saw the whole thing with his own eyes. Our Air 
Force and Navy simply finished them off, and there was not 
a German left to tell the tale. 

Grace’s eyes are like saucers, and I feel as if my own 
eyes were enlarging rapidly, but I manage to pull myself 
together and enquire why this extremely reassuring piece of 
news has not been broadcast to the World. 

Grace says; “We don’t want the Enemy to know what 
has happened— that must be the reason. It’s an absolute 
fact that hundreds of German soldiers have been washed up 
on the south coast of England. 1 know that’s true because 
Nannie’s sister’s husband is a commercial traveller and when 
he was down there he saw people digging graves.” 


148 MRS. TIM CARRIES OH 

«Oh, Grace!” 

You needn't believe it if you don't want to,” says Grace 
crossly. ”As a matter of fact nobody seems to believe a 
word I say. lack is- most annoying at present; be listens 
to Haw Haw and believes what be says.” 

** You shouldn’t let him.” 

don't,” saj^s Grace promptly. ■ “We bad a blazing row 
last night over that horrible oily man— bis voice makes me 
quite ill — I wanted to listen to the B.B.C. Orchestra, and 
Jack wanted Haw Haw . . she smiles reminiscently as she 
speaks, and I feel sure she got her way, but I make no 
enquiries, for I do not want to bear about the row. 

“You aren't going to the Depot, this morning, are you?” 
enquires Grace. “ There’s no need for you to go because we 
sent off all the parcels yesterday ... by the way, how did 
the shoot go off? Did you get a good bag?” 

“Yes, it included two German airr&en.” 

“Hester!” 

“It’s perfectly true.” 

“ Tell me all about it,” says Grace. “Tell me everything*' 
and with that Grace, who has been on the verge of depar- 
ture, settles herself in her chair and prepares to listen with 
all her ears. Unfortunately this does not suit at all, for I 
have not been to the town to do my shopping, and, as I was 
unable to shop yesterday, I am in possession of a list of 
goods which are required for the household. I explain this 
to Grace and she rises with manifest reluctance. “ Oh, well,” 

she says, “as a matter of fact I ought to pop in and see 

Ermyntrude this morning. You had better come to tea and 
tell me about it.” 

In the last fortnight or so the little town of Donford has 
undergone a strange metamorphosis; it has become 
“ Polarized,” so to speak. There is a large camp of Polish 
troops on the golf course, and there are dozens of Polish 
officers billeted in the town. There are officers’ wives, and 
a few children — ^though how they managed to get here 
nobody seems to know. Pinkie spoke no more than the truth 
when she said that the place was “teeming with them,” 
they seem to outnumber the natives by a proportion of two 
to one. As one walks down the High Street one hears the 
staccato sound of the Polish language on every side, for the 
streets are always full of soldiers, hurrying past on some 
errand, or gazing into the windows of the shops. They are 
a cheery lot, and there is plenty of laughter amongst the 
little groups which congregate at the corners of the streets, 
but even in the middle of the greatest joke, they do not fail 
to make way for a passer-by — ^their manners, from the oldest 
colonel to the youngest private, leave nothing to be desired. 
Sometimes as one goes upon one’s lawful business one sees 
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a meeting between old friends. A man will stop and gaze 
at another in joyful amazement, and they will shake hands 
firmly and cordially and burst into excited speech. I have 
seen this happen not once, but several times, and it has 
always given me a thrill of pleasure. 

It is curious to see how this small Scottish town has 

taken these foreign soldiers to its heart. The somewhat 
dour Scottish faces break into friendly smiles, there are 
bows and signals and gallant attempts to overcome the 
barrier of language. The Donford girls have all got Polish 
friends— some of them have two or three— they seem to be 
able to overcome the barrier more easily than the older 
people. In most of the shops notices in Polish have appear- 
ed; there are Polish newspapers on the bookstalls and 
Polish dictionaries are selling like hot cakes. ... 

1 turn into Sunpson’s (the draper) to buy a card of 
buttons for Betty’s pajamas and find the whole shop dis- 
organised and business at a standstill. There is a Polish 
lady here — ^very smart and nicely dressed — and she is sur- 
rounded by shop assistants who are endeavouring to under- 
stand what she wants. Mr. Simpson himself has been 
fetched, but is unable to solve the problem, the counter is 
piled with goods of every description, but apparently none 
of them is what she requires. 

“ It’s shirts— I’m sure it’s shirts,” declares the first 
assistant earnestly. 

“ We’ve tried shirts,” replies the second assistant. “ We’ve 
tried pyjamas too . . . and vests and pants.” 

“Try collars,” says Mr. Simpson, wiping the perspiration 
from his brow, and one of his myrmidons rushes away to 
carry out his behest. 

Somewhat diffidently I approach the little group and 
enquire whether the lady speaks French ... she turns to me 
at once, with a delightful smile, and overwhelms me with 
a torrent of such fluent French that I am completely sunk. 
I shake my head and say in my halting manner that if she 
will explain her requirements slowly and simply, I will do 
my best to help her. While this conversation is taking place 
Mr. Simpson and his assistants are standing by ready to 
receive instructions, they are gazing at me reverently, and 
I realise that my stock has gone up a good deal. It is to be 
hoped that I shall be able to play my part as interpreter in a 
worthy manner, or my stock will slump pretty seriously. 

The lady spreads her hands and says it is very good of 
me to come to her aid. She is so grateful. It is very simple 
really. She requires a “ robe de nuit” for her son. It must 
be of the best Tluality flannel, because he suffers from the 
cold. In Poland it is cold— yes— but here it is so damp as 
well. “ That is understood?” she enquires, smiling. 
Fortunately for us both it is imderstood quite easily, and 
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I explain to Mr. Simpson that the lady w^ts a night-shirt 
foiLr son-a flannel nightshirt of the best Quality 
“A flannel nightshirt?” says Mr. Simpson. “How old is 

traSkte this to the Polish lady, “ Quel age a votre fils?” 

^ SheToks at me in surprise . . • .aud then laughs heartily 
and announces that he is twenty-eight years old and ^ feet 
tall The mystery is now solved and everyone is happy, I 
Spiain to the lady-as best I can-that the mistake a^se 
ov^g to the fact that she looks too young t® tiave a ^oim- 
up son. She acknowledges the compliment with another 
delightful smile, and we part on the best of ternm. Busings 
in Simpson’s shop is now resumed, and several p^ple who 
have been waiting, more or less impatiently, to be served 
are attended to without further delay. 


FRIDAY, 20TH SEPTEMBER 

I have often thought Jack MacDougall an annoying smt 
of person and to-day he is more annoying than usual. He 
Smis to X Tim to have a glass of sheriy on his way 
home from the Barracks and, instead of drmkmg up tos 
sherrv and going home to his own wife and children hke 
f sensMe S he remains to pester us. There is no 
stability to Jack. Sometimes he is chepful and pleasant 
as any man could be and sometinies he is gloomy ^d im- 
tating— and today, unfortunately for us, he is m the latter 
condition. “Oh, yes,” says Jack. “Oh, yes, the Greeks are 
doing well, but wait till the Italians get going 

“ I was under the impression that the Itahans got going 
** s3iys Tixu. 

** They thought they were going to have a walk-^over/' 
explains Jack, waving his glass, “ and now they 11 bring up 
reinforcements. TheyVe got immense reserves, of course 
... I can’t understand all this optimistic talk. 

* “But things are going better ...” I begin. 

“I don’t see it,” says Jack. “I see no improvement at 
all . . . our R.A.P. goes over and batters Berlin, and their 
fellows come over and batter poor old London. What’s the 

good of that?” 4 . 4 .- 

“ That’s war,” says Tim, and I can see that he is getting 

“Of course it’s war,” agrees Jack, smiling unpleasantly, 
“ but that is no argument.” 

“ No,” replies "nm. “ There is no argument for war. It 
is utterly foolish; it is wasteful and wicked ... the only 
point that seems to have escaped your notice is that we 
didn’t choose war. War was forced upon us by Hitler , , . 
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bixt mark-my words,/ hell ' 'be s before we've 

■lliiished: mth bim” 

Let's hope you're right,” says Jack, We have no means 
of knowing how things really are. We aren't told . . we 

aren't told" tel/. 

You've heen listening to Haw Haw I”- I tell him. ' 

Why shouldn't I?” Jack enquires. 

Because ' he's poisonous,” I reply. “ He exudes ' venom 
like a rattlesnake. You wouldn't drink something that 
Hitler sent you in a bottle, so why should you allow him to 
poison you with words?” 

That's nonsense, Hester—” begins Jack. 

*‘No, it isn’t nonsense,” I assure him, ‘Tou are poisoned, 
Jack. A little while ago we talked about the war and you 
were quite cheerful about it, and now, when things are 
much brighter, you are as gloomy as you can be. It's Haw 
Haw poisoning you'r« suffering from.'^ 

Unfortunately Jack is not in the mood to take my teasing 
in the right spirit, he evades the point and declares that I 
am indulging in “wishful thinking," and hiding my head 
in the sand like an ostrich. , . . “Look at the U Boats !” 
says Jack gloomily, “Look at Egypt! Look anywhere you 
like...” 

Tim is becoming more and more irritated with Jack, and 
so am I for that matter, so we are both pleased when his 
jeremiad is interrupted by the appearance of Bryan, who 
erupts into the room in his usual violent manner. (Bryan 
is going back to school on Monday, and is spending his last 
few days advancing the education of his Polish friend.) I 
am in great hopes that Bryan's advent will hasten Jack’s 
departure, but Jack seems in no hurry to depart. 

“Hallo, is this Bryan?" exclaims Jack in mock surprise. 
“ Is this Bryan that I see before me? And what has Bryan 
been doing with himself, may I ask?” 

Bryan hates this sort of nonsense — and I hate it on his 
behalf— but he answers quite pleasantly that he has been 
out in the woods. 

“ In the woods?” enquires Jack. “ What do you do in the 
woods? Play that you're fighting the Germans, I suppose.” 

“ No,” says Bryan. “ Sometimes we play hide-and-seek, 
but most of the time I've been teaching a Pole to talk 
English,” 

Jack seems amused at this, “Dear, dear!” he says, “what 
a strange way of spending your holidays! I suppose you are 
qualifying for the teaching profession, are you?” 

Bryan is no fool, and knows that Jack is teasing him; he 
replies gravely iihat he is going to be a soldier. 

“I see!” says Jack. “You're going to be a soldier, but 
meantime you're a professor of English. Does your Polish 
friend teach you to speak Polish, or is it a one-sided affair?" 
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At this Bryan smiles to himself in a secret sort of way. 
“No, it isn’t one-sided . . says Bryan slowly. “He’s teach- 
ing me . . . something.” ' * - < i. j 

There is a moment’s silence, but Jack has not finished 
with his catechism yet. “Oh!” says Jack, rather hastily. 
“Oh, that sounds very mysterious . . , he’s teaching you 
something, is he?” , , , 

I am aware that the matter cannot be left like this, and 
am about to try to clear it up when Tim takes a hand in the 
proceedings. He looks at his son in a friendly manner and 
says, “You’ve told us too much or not enough, old fellow. 
What’s the mystery?” _ 

“It’s wrestling,” says Bryan quickly. “I didn’t mean it 
to be a mystery at all. They do a lot of wrestling where he 
comes from . . . I’ll show you, if you like. Dad.” 

Tim does not accept the offer. He smiles at Bryan and 
says “Good!” and as far as he is confterned the subject is 
closed, but Jack is not content to leave it there and invites 
Bryan to show what he can do. .. 

“Don’t be an ass,” says Tim, who has now lost patience 
completely. “ How can he show you what he can do? You 
don’t propose that he should try out his wrestling on you, 
do you? I thought you’d had enough Unarmed Combat 
when you tackled me on the shore.” 

“I thought he might show me,” Jack replies with a 
careless laugh, “ but if you don’t want him to show what 
he can do, I don’t mind in the least ... I wouldn’t hurt 

him, of course . , ^ 

Bryan is watching and- waiting anxiously for the end of 
the argument, and I can see by his face that he. is eager for 
the fray, but, as Bryan is only twelve years old and slightly 
made, and Jack is a full-grown man, I am not in favour of 
the idea, and I say as much quite plainly, adding that in 
any case my drawing-room is an unsuitable arena for a 
wrestling match. 

“ I’ll show you one of the things he taught me,” says 
Bryan at last. “ Please, Mum, let me . . . I’ll just show him 
quite gently, shall I? It’s like this you see . . .” and advancing 
suddenly upon Jack he seizes Jack’s arms and holds them. 

“Ha, ha!” cries Jack. “That’s what he’s taught you, is 
it! I knew that trick at school. You think you’ve got me 
cold, hut ... I do this ...” 

Nobody knows what Jack does (unless he knows himself) 
and nobody knows what Bryan does — ^whether it is what he 
Intended to do or something quite different — ^but the result 
of their combined efforts is most astonishing, for the next 
moment Jack is lying on his back underneatlf the piano and 
Bryan is standing in the middle of the room, with an 
expression of utter and complete amazement upon his face. 
It is extremely difficult not to laugh at this modem 
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version of David and Goliath. 1 can hear Tim give a 
smothered snort, and I know that I must not look at him, 
or we shall both lose control of ourselves and burst into 
shrieks of laughter. 

I say!” cries Bryan, rushing to the aid of his fallen foe, 
‘'I say, Fm most awfully sorry . . . Fd no idea it would 
work like that ... you see Vve only done it with him . . . 
and, of course, he knows, I mean he knows what I’m going 
to do, you see . . . and does something else to prevent it 
happening . . . Gosh, I am sorry!” 

Jack takes it uncommonly well— -indeed the fall seems to 
have improved his temper- — ^he crawls out from beneath the 
piano and allows Bryan to help him to rise. 

‘‘I say!” exclaims Bryan, “I say, you have got a lump 
on your head! It must have been the piano. We should 
have done it outside ” 

“Yes,” agrees Jacl^, “but I didn’t know we were going 
to do it at all. . . . Oh, well, there’s no serious damage 
done . . . no, I don’t want anti-phlogistine, Hester, I’ll just 
go home.” 

“ I am sorry,” declares Bryan earnestly. 

“ It’s all right,” says Jack. “ But you, better be careful you 
don’t kill someone by mistake.” 

“Oh, I will. Fd no idea it was going to happen ... it 
was like an explosion or something.” 

“ Dynamite wasn’t in it,” agrees Jack, feeling his head 
tenderly. (He is really going now, for he is gravitating 
towards the door, and we do not urge him to delay his 
departure. Bryan fetches his coat and helps him to put it 
on.) “ Where is my cap?” he enquires, “ Not that I can wear 
it, of course, but I had better take it with me . . . thank you, 
Bryan ... no, it’s all right. It wasn’t your fault, really. Oh, 
well, thats’ the last time I shall indulge in Unarmed Com- 
bat with the Christie family.” 

Tim murmurs — sotto t;oce— that perhaps Jack might like 
to try a fall with Hester, and with that we both rush into 
the drawing-room and throw ourselves into chairs. . , . 

Bryan follows us more slowly. “I couldn’t help it,” he 
declares. “Honestly, I couldn’t. I didn’t mean to knock 
him down . . . and I have knocked him down if he 

hadn’t done what he did . . . I mean it was him doing what 
he did —whatever it was— that made it happen. As a 
matter of fact I don’t know now what did happen, but . . . 
Oh, you’re laughing !” cries Bryan, in great relief. “Oh. 
you’re laughing ! I thought you’d be angry.” 

“ I am angry-^” sobs Tim, burying his head in a cushion, 
“ Oh, goodness, Fm sore all over ! Look at your mother, 
■'..'she’s 'crying 

^ I suppose it rather funny,”- says Bryan with a little 

11 -' ' 



chuckle. Well, I mean it must have been ... I must tell 
Voicheech about it. I wish he could have seen it.” 

■ from his paroxysms,, he sits up, 
■^and: blows his nose with a trumpeting' sound and agrees that 
Bryan's instructor would have got u kick out of the affair. 
He then enquires what -Bryan would' do in the unlikely 
■event of his receiving five - bob~not in payment for Ms un- 
warranted assault upon his father's ■■ guest, of course, but 
merely as a token of affection. 

Bryan listens to this with a satisfied smile and says, 
“ 'Well, I think it would be fair if I gave Voicheech half of 
it, don't you ?” and holds out his hand for the money. 


SUNDAY, 22ND SEPTEMBER 

Bryan is going back to school to-morrow, and during 
the afternoon while we lare engaged in packing his trunk, 
the following conversation takes place. 

“Mum!” 

Yes, Bryan?” 

**Mum, I say. Will you be kind to Voicheech when Tve 
gone?” 

“Bryan, I simply couldn’t. I’ve got more than enough 
to do already. You know quite well that I’ve got the 
‘Comforts’ to run, and now I’ve been roped in to visit 
soldiers’ families. You know that, Bryan.” 

“ I know, but one hour a week isn’t much, is it ?” 

“ I can’t take on anything else.” 

“ One hour , . . say every Wednesday afternoon.” 

“ No, Bryan. I’m sorry, but I simply couldn’t.” 

Bryan sighs. “ He’s going to miss me awfully. He hasn’t 
any real friends except me. The other chaps come from 
quite a different part of Poland . . . you wouldn’t think that 
would matter, would you?” 

“No, you wouldn’t.” 

“ But they’re mostly from towns. He’s a country person, 
you see.” 

“ Yes, but I can’t do anything for him.” 

He used to live with his mother in a little cottage on a 
farm — showed you the picture, didn’t I ?” 

“ Yes, but I haven’t time 

“ I know. Weil then the Germans came and he joined up, 
you see, but of course his mother was left. He doesn’t know 
what happened to her at all. He doesn’t know . . . she may 
be dead. It must be awful for him, mustn**^ it ? I mean I 
couldn’t think of anything worse than that ... I couldn’t 
bear it.” 

‘‘.Couldn’t,, your 
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“Ho I Just couldn’t ... so that’s why Pm so sorry for 

him^.you' see/^/' ' ■ 

„;',“'Yes,:I see.”'"':: 

So' you will he kind to him, won’t you ?” . 

: “Yes, Bryan.” . ■ ■ 

■“I knewYou would 1” cries Bryan, giving me a hug. “I' 
knew' you would, ■■ 'when you understood about , it , . , Just 
one hour every week ... it isn’t much, is it ?” ' ' 

/“Ho, it isn’t much.” 

“ Just one hour. He’ll come here every Wednesday after- 
noon at three — I told him to — and you’ll talk to him and 
cheer him up ... and then, when I come home at 
Christinas. ...” 



Part IV 


NOVEMBER-DECEMBER, 1940 


Novembek 

MY DIAEY— AND GRACE 
‘‘ROOSEVELT IN” 

GUTHRIE TURNS UP 

MRS. LOUDON WIRES IMPERATIVELY 

CRATE OF ORANGES 

LETTERS FROM PINHJE AND BRYAN 

GOOD-BYE TO TONY 

ARRANGEMENTS FOR CHRISTMAS PARTY 

CHOOSING PRESENTS 


Decembee 

AIR RAID PRECAUTIONS 
RICHARD TELEPHONES 
I ARRIVE IN LONDON 
ADVENTURES 

I ARRIVE AT WINCH HALL 
TIM ARRIVES AT WINCH HALL 


Friday, 1st 
ednesday, 6th 
Thursday, 7th 
Friday. Sth 
Tuesday, 12th 

, mh 

, 2Mh 

Wednesday, 27th 
Both 


Wednesday, 4ifJh 
Monday, 9th 
Tuesday, liOth 
Wednesday, 11th 
Thursday, 12th 
Friday, IBth 


FRIDAY,' 1ST NOVEMBER 


OPEN my diary and discover that I have written nothing in 
it for the month of October. This is due to the fact that I 
have been busy with the accounts of the “Comforts Fund” 
which have been handed over to me in an almost inextricable 
muddle by the former Treasurer. Tim who promised to help 
me with them gave them up as hopeless and pronouncing 
them“ a pig’s breakfast ” advised me to draw two thick lines 
and begin again. What with this, and Bryan’s Pole and 
various other matters, domestic and otherwise, I have had 
little time for writing and my diary has suffered accordingly. 
October has been a placid month at Donford, nothing of 
any importance haa happened to me or mine, and during 
its thirty-one days we have had no air raids. It has been 
very different in the South, and I have worried a good deal 
about Mary, who is living alone in Wintringham Square. 
Richard is in camp on Salisbury Plain and seems to think 
he will be there all winter. I have had a letter from Mrs, 
Loudon, saying that she intends to spend the winter at 
Avielochan instead of returning to her house at Kiltwinkle. 
She says she prefers snow and darkness to the visitations 
of the enemy and adds, “ I am no use to anybody anyway 
and all I can do is to make socks, and I can do that as well 
here as there.” 

It is unlike Mrs, Loudon to be sorry for herself, and I feel 
somewhat guilty. She is lonely and anxious— a bad mix- 
ture— and I have done nothing to help her. She has asked 
me so often to go and stay with her, but somehow or other 
I have never felt free to go— perhaps it would be more true 
to say that I have not wanted to go — and now that Tim is 
back I am even less inclined to leave home. 

Grace comes in while I am writing and exclaims, “ Is that 
your diary? I thought you had given up writing a diary 
loTip ago.” 

I reply that my diary is of an unusual kind. Sometimes 
I write in it daily and at length, and at other times I neg- 
lect it for months. 

Grace says, “I believe I could mite a diary like that, and 
as a matter of fact I believe 1 sliouM. I could put in all the 
clever and amusing things that the boys do and say . . , Oh, 
yes, I know you’re laughing at me, Hester, but you know 
quite well what I mean. Of course they can’t talk yet, but 
I’ve told you before I like to make plans for the future . . . 
that reminds me,” says Grace eagerly. “That reminds me. 
I 'knew I’d come on purpose to ten you something tremen- 
dously important— it was you talking about your diary that 
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put it out of my head— wliat do you think has happened, 
Hester 

“Ian has cut a tooth.” I reply at once. 

“ How did you know ■?” enquires Grace (looking so, crest-' 
fallen that I feel rather a hrute for having stolen her 
thunder). “How did you know, ■ Hester ?■ As a matter of 
fact it isn’t Ian at all, it’s Alec . , hut how did you know ?” 

I reply that I have had babies myself and have served a 
long, and at times somewhat painful, apprenticeship at the 
Regimental Welfare Centre, so I happen to know a .little 
about their ways. 

“Yes,” says Grace. “Yes, well, of course I know they’re 
a little backward ; Nannie says her last baby had a tooth 
before he was six months old; but twins are often back- 
ward aren’t they? and anyhow it’s the sweetest darlingest 
little tooth you ever saw, and he never lost a wink of sleep 
over it.” t. 


WEDNESDAY, 6TH NOVEMBER 

News to-day most cheering, Roosevelt in, the Greeks 
doing well, and London free from air raids. I put on my 
coat and trip down to the Barracks, feeling on top of the 
world. Discuss my feelings with Grace, who has arrived at 
the Mob. Store before me and is already knee-deep in mit- 
tens, and find that Grace shares my sensation. She says 
that in the last few weeks she has “ felt much better about 
the war ” and she thinks it is because she has been able 
to grow a protective covering to her feelings. I suggest 
that the magnificent stand made by the Greeks has helped, 
for it has shown that the Axis Powers are vulnerable. 

Grace says, “ Of course the Greeks have done well. There 
has been a recrudescence of all the splendid courage which 
helped them when they fought against Xerxes. They were 
outnumbered then, and they are outnumbered now. Ther- 
mistocles said in the hour of victory, * It is not we who have 
done this, not we, but the Gods and Heroes who would not 
endure that one wicked man should become master of Asia 
and Europe.’” 

X am so dumbfounded at the aptness of this that I can 
make no rejoinder, and Grace continues, “So you see It’s 
the Gods and Zeroes who are. helping them now , . . but yxm. 
needn’t look at me with awe, Hester. I’m not so well- versed 
In Greek History as you may think. I just happened to 
come across it in a book I was reading and it seemed to 
fit the occasion so well that I learned it off by heart.” 

I cannot help feeling that it is very noble of Grace to give 
me this explanation, and am about to say so when the 
advent, of Mamie puts a stop to all interesting discussion. 
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Mamie's conversation seldom rises above the level of ser- 
vant-troubles and children's ailments, and clothes — ^though 
she has been known to include regimental gossip in her 
repertoire. Mamie is in the middle of a long story about 
Jane's tonsils, when Stella walks in and says, “ Hallo, every- 
body, ,, what's' the news?” and Mamie, who had almost 
arrived at the end of Jane's tonsils, starts at the begin- 
ning again. , 

“Poor little Jane” says Mamie dolefully, I was just 
telling Hester and Grace that she may have to . have her 
tonsils out . , . but Herbert says he's determined to have 
further advice. Herbert says it's just a craze taking out 
children’s tonsils. Herbert says— — ” ■ 

“But what's the news?” enquires Stella, interrupting 
with an absence of sympathy which seems almost inhuman. 
- “Hasn't anybody heard any news this morning? The 
papers hadn’t come before I left home, and our wireless died 
on us last night ” 

“ Roosevelt’s in,” says Grace shortly. She has no use f or 
Mamie, but her dislike for Stella is active and profound. 

“Roosevelt !” echoes Stella. 

“ Splendid, isn’t it ?” I exclaim. 

“ Why ?” enquires Stella. “ Why is it splendid ? The other 
man might have been just as good, or perhaps even better 
... a new broom sweeps clean,” adds Stella triumphantly. 

I am completely squashed and can find nothing to say, 
but Grace comes to the rescue at once, and with admirable 
presence of mind retorts that you should never change 
horses when crossing a stream, and she thinks the American 
people are extremely sensible not to attempt this difficult 
and dangerous feat. 

Stella says, “Where are the sticky labels? Has any one 
seen them?” to which Grace, who is now on the war path, 
replies, “Never mind the sticky labels, you can v/rite on the 
parcel.” 

Mamie now Joins in the conversation and enquires why 
Symes is not here this morning. It is so much easier when 
we have Symes. 

I reply that Symes is away on leave— Embarkation Leave 
—as the Fourth Battalion is under orders for foreign 
service. 

Grace says, “Yes, I heard that. I hope Symes is having 
a nice time with Miss Gertie Ebb. Did he show you her 
photograph ?” 

Mamie says, “Oh, dear, d'you mean we shan't have 
Symes any more ? How perfectly sickening !” 

Stella says, 4^ We can do without him quite well. As a 
matter of fact I never liked the man.” 

“ I think he's perfectly sweet,” declares Grace. 

“He was very useful” bleats Mamie, “He was so good 
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I am visited, in the small hours of the morning, by a 
frightful dream in which a sheep and a cat are locked in 
mortal combat ... the cat, being more agile, appears to be 


at doing up the parcels . . . the string hurts my fingers. I 
wonder if Herbert would detail someone to come and help 
us to do up the parcels. Shall I ask him 

Stella says that Mamie is to do no such thing. An 
ordinary soldier would be worse than useless to us. She 
adds that for her part she enjoys her work here ; she feels 
she is doing something useful, and she would have thought 
that Mamie might feel the same, to which Mamie replies 
that if Stella would like to do the parcels, she will under- 
take to address them. '"The string hurts my fingers/' 
repeats Mamie fretfully. 

Grace and I have now finished our share of the work and, 
as it is still quite early, Grace suggests that we should take 
our usual walk along the shore. I agree at once, for the 
atmosphere of the Mob, Store is stuffy and dusty, and it 
will foe pleasant to get a breath of fresh air before lunch. 

" It isn't the dust, I mind,” declares Grace, striding along 
and breathing deeply. “It's those women . . . they make 
me tired. I'd like to— I'd like to knock their heads together,” 
declares Grace fiercely "... and you needn’t giggle like 
that, Hester. You know you'd like to do it, yourself.” 

“ That's why I'm giggling,” I reply, 

“Mamie is a sheep,” continues Grace. “She looks like a 
sheep and she bleats like a sheep, and her brain is like a 
sheep's brain . . . and Stella is a cat, of course. I don't like 

ftQ-t-CT » 

“Neither do I.” 

“They do nothing but bicker — ^Mamie's bleating annoys 
Stella, and drives her mad— and yet the two of them are 
always together, they are in and out of each other's houses 
at all hours of the day— a practice which I detest.” 

“So do I.” 

“They dislike each other, and yet they live in each 
other’s pockets. Odd, isn't it ?” 

“Extremely odd,” I agree. . .“but perhaps they don't f 

really dislike each other.” 

“I think they do,” replies Grace refiectively— her ill- 
temper is vanishing rapidly under the infiuence of exercise 
and fresh air. “Their natures are incongruous and they 
get on each other's nerves. There might be some fun in 
bickering — mean it is conceivable that they might get a 
kick out of it if they did it cleverly— but they Just bleat and 
scratch. It's too dreary.” 
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having the best Of it, when the sheep suddenly produces a 
tin hat and bashes the cat on the head with deadly effect 
. . .1 awaken damp and trembling, and am thankful to 
find myself in my comfortable bed and to see Annie arrang- 
ing my morning tea on the table beside my bed. The day 
has started badly, but, contrary to the usual rules, it 
proceeds peacefully upon its appointed course, and nothing 
worth chronicling occurs until tea-time, when Guthrie 
Loudon makes an unexpected appearance in my drawing- 
room. As I am always delighted to see Guthrie I welcome 
him warmly and compliment him upon his robust health 
—which is apparent to the most casual beholder — and ask 
him where he has sprung from ; Guthrie, in answer to my 
Question, replies that his ship is in port for minor repairs 
and he has managed to wangle ten days’ leave. 

“ Your mother is still at Avielochan ?” I tell him. 

“Yes,” says Guthsie, “but as a matter of fact I don’t 
think I shall be going to Avielochan just now.” 

“ Not to Avielochan ?” I ask in surprise. 

“ No,” says Guthrie. “ At least . . . well, I don’t think 1 
will . . . not just now. I was there in Jime, wasn’t I ?” 

It is obvious that there is something in the wind— can 
it be the red-haired nurse ? . . . and if it is the red-haired 
nurse, what am I to do about it ? Am I to go behind his 
back and wire to his mother, or am I to lie low and say 
nothing ? On thinking it over I decide that I shall pursue 
the latter course, for I find that I am a little tired of 
Guthrie’s love aHairs. 

While I have been engaged in arranging my plan of action 
(or inaction), Guthrie has been looking round the room, 
and now he enquires, “ Are you alone, Hester ?” in the tones 
used by the villain in a melodrama. 

I reply instantly that Tim is hiding under the sofa and 
Pinkie behind the curtains. 

Guthrie says : “ Good. I wanted to speak to you alone.” 

“ Have a scone,” I say, waving the plate before him. 

“No thank you, Hester.” 

“ Well, have a cookie, then.” 

“No,” says Guthrie. “No, I want to speak to you 
seriously.” 

As I have decided to abandon Guthrie to his fate I have 
no wish to be made the recipient of his confidences, so I try 
again to head him off and enquire how many “U” boats he 
has sunk since his return to duty. Guthrie says he doesn’t 
know — ^possibly none— and anyhow he has come to speak 
to me about something important . . . or at least some- 
thing very important to Mm . . . “ as a matter of fact it’s 
about . . . about a girl,” adds Guthrie, blushing furiously. 

I exclaim, “Oh, Guthrie, not another \” in accents of 
dismay. 



162 MRS. TIM CARRIES ON 

“But this is quite different,” declares Guthrie earnestly. 

“ This is the real thing. Honestly Hester— I wish you would 

listen 

I interrupt him by saying firmly, “Not if she has red 
hair,” at which Guthrie laughs and says, “But she hasn’t 
red hair ... Oh, Hester, I wish you would be sensible for 
five minutes !” . , 

“But why choose me ?” I enquire. “ Why not confide in 
your mother or your cousin, Mrs. Falconer, or any of your 
other relations ? Why should I be singled out lifee this and 
forced to listen to Love’s Young Dream?” 

Guthrie giggles, and says : “If I didn’t know you, I 
should think you were horribly unsympathetic,” to which 
I immediately reply that if he didn’t know me he would not 
be in a position to judge whether I was unsympathetic or 
not, and that as a matter of fact I am as hard-hearted ^ 
a plum— especially where he is conosrned— and wish to 
have neither part nor lot in any more of his affaires de 
eoeur. 

This touches Guthrie on the raw— as indeed it was meant 
to do— and he replies, somewhat heatedly : “I wish you 
wouldn’t keep on about— er— that other time, Hester. It 
sounds as if I were a sort of Don Juan . . . Besides this is 
quite a different matter— absolutely different. Its as 
different as night from day. If only you’d listen sensibly 
for a few minutes . . . you’re the only person who can help 
me.” 

“ Why am I ?” 

“ Because Mother will listen to you. She likes you ^d 
she will listen to what you say — and you could explam the 
whole thing calmly and sensibly to her — but that s only 
one reason. Do please be decent about it, Hester.” 

Seeing that there is no chance of escape I resign myself 
to listen, and Guthrie leans forward and begins his tale. 

“The first time I saw her I thought she was beautiful,” 
says Guthrie dreamly, “I thought she was the most beauti- 
ful creature I had ever seen, but after that I forgot she was 
beautiful because she is so much more. She is lovely in the 
sense that Americans use the word, she is adorable from the 
crown of her gorgeous head to the tips of her toes. She is 
perfect, Hester. She is what I’ve been lookmg for all my 
life. If I can’t marry her, I shall never marry any one — 
that’s all.” 

Guthrie pauses and looks at me, and I reply that she 
sounds fairly satisfactory, and enquire when I am to have 
the pleasure of making her acquaintance. 

Guthrie says ; “ But, Hester . . . it’s Pinkie.” 

This simple statement is so entirely unexpected and so 
utterly amazing that I am absolutely overcome. My mouth 
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falls open and I find myself gaping at Guthrie like a 

codfish.:''.' ■. ' : 

“ But, Hester ...” says Guthrie, in a reasoning sort of 
tone, “ But, Hester, who else could it be ? I mean there isn t 
anybody else in the world so absolutely perfect and ador- 
able, is there ?” 

“Does Pinkie ” , „ 

“Yes,” says Guthrie, nodding, “Yes, she aoes. Darling 
beautiful Pinkie ! Isn’t it— isn’t it simply too marvellous 
for words ?” 

“ But, Guthrie, how did you ” . 

“It’s mother that’s the difficulty,” declares Guthrie. 

“ Mother will kick up a most awful dust . . . Mother always 
does,” adds Guthrie somewhat ingenuously. 

“You think she will?” , ,f 

“ Sure of it,” says Guthrie with conviction : You don t 
know Mother as weli as I do . . . but as a matter of fact 
I’ve got one pretty good shot in my locker, it was Mother 
who introduced us.” 

“Really?” 

“ Yes, really,” declares Guthrie laughing : “ Rather comic, 
isn’t it ? Mother brought her to see me at the hospital. 
What do you think of that ?” He pauses and looks at me, 
but, as I haven’t the least idea what to say, I say nothing, 
and Guthrie continues, “That was the first time I saw her, 
and I thought she was beautiful. She was so beautiful that 
it was like having the sun shining in my bare little room— 
I hardly dared to look at her. I can’t tell you how surprised 
I was when she came back again to see me ... we got on 
better by ourselves . . . without Mother, I mean. After 
that she came nearly every day . . . and then we wrote 
to each other. We’re engaged, now,” adds Guthrie firmly. 

I am so busy trying to readjust my ideas that all I can 
say is, “ Are you?” ' , . , 

“Yes,” says Guthrie, “And we’re going to be married 
no matter what any one thinks. Pinkie’s father has never 
taken any interest in her, and her aunt seems a most extra- 
ordinary nerson ... they seem to be wrapped up in their 
own affairs. They don’t understand her at all. I want to 
take her away,” says Guthrie, earnestly. “I want to try to 
make up for all she has missed. I want to spend my whole 
life making Pinkie happy ...” 

He continues in this vein for some time and, as he talks, 
I am assailed by the strange feeling that I have heard it all 
before . . . where and when have I heard ? The problem 
nags at my mind until suddenly I remember Bill . . .poor 
Bill, it seems Es little hard, but these things Just happen, 
and nobody has found a reason for them yet. 

Guthrie is still enumerating Pinkie’s charms and- painting 
their Joint future in rosy colours. He seems to have forgotten 
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that there is a war raging, and that he is only temporarily 
released from the combat. "You don't think Tm too old, 
do you Guthrie enquires anxiously. "Pinkie doesn't think 
so, but I Just wondered. I don't feel old, of course, but I'm 
thirty-one. My birthday was the day before yesterday . . . 
You'll do what you can with Mother, won't you, Hester ? 
It isn't that I mind what she says—I mean to marry Pinkie 
whatever she says or does— but it would be nicer for Pinkie 
if Mother could foe brought round— if Mother could be made 
to see it in a sensible light. You're the only person who 
has the slightest influence with her.” 

"I don't think I have any influence with her.” 

" Oh, you have, 1 thought perhaps you might go and see 
her and explain everything to her." 

"To Avielochan !” 

"I know it's a lot to ask,” declares Guthrie, "but there's 
so much at stake. It might make a dMference to our whole 
lives— couldn't you, Hester?” 

I reply firmly that I could not, and that there is no need 
for such extreme measures. , 

Guthrie says, " Will you write to her, then ?” and I agree 
with feigned reluctance.^^ ^ ^ 

The truth is I am bursting to write to Mrs. Loudon and 
inform her that her scheme has worked, and my one idea is 
to get rid of Guthrie, so that I can start my letter without 
delay, but Guthrie is not an easy person to get rid of. He 
suggests that he should stay while I write the letter and 
help in its composition and, when I refuse to write at all 
under such circumstances, he begins to tell me what I am 
to say and what I am not to say until my brain positively 
reels. 

There is nothing for it but to tell him quite firmly and 
plainly to go away and leave me to write in peace. He rises, 
somewhat reluctantly, and says: "Have it your own way, 
but don't forget to tell her that I should never have met 
Pinkie if it hadn't been for her. . .where is Pinkie?” 

I reply that Pinkie has gone to play Badminton with the 
Polish officers. 

Guthrie says, " Oh, has she?” in a surprised voice. 

I add, quite casually, that she plays Badminton with them 
three times a week and that if he cares to take a stroll down 
to the Town Hall he will be certain to see her. 

Guthrie walks towards the door. 

I accompany my guest into the hall, and remark that 
When Pinkie is not playing Badminton at the Town Hall 
with the Polish officers, she is to be found Jit the Barracks 
playing squash with our own subalterns — unless of course 
she happens to have gone to the pictures with one of her 
other friends. 
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Guthrie looks at me sideways and says, ** You are a little 
devil,: Hester r^: V 

The letter to writes itself— my pen flies 

over the paper— and it is just finished when Tim returns 
from the Barracks. Tim is very much interested in my 
news, and suggests that we should send Mrs. Loudon ** one 
of those night telegrams ’’ so that she will receive the 
tidings of her son’s engagement to-morrow morning . . . 

and you must write to Elinor Bradshaw too,” adds Tim. 

"I suppose I must.” 

''Of course you must,” says Tim. “Pinkie is in our 
charge . . . but there’s nothing to worry about. Loudon is 
a damned good fellow— nobody could possibly object to 
him. They’re both lucky,” adds Tim reflectively, and I agree 
with him. 

We compose a Night Telegraph Letter to Mrs. Loudon, 
and Tim telephones it for me . . . reflect that it is extremely 
pleasant to have a husband at home again to undertake 
these small but troublesome duties. 


FRIDAY, 8TH NOVEMBER 

Guthrie, who has spent the night at the. Donford Arms, 
turns up immediately after breakfast (I have had no chance 
to speak to Pinkie privately, and have been looking forward 
to an interesting chat, so Guthrie’s appearance at this early 
hour seems premature to me). He is no sooner seated than 
a telegram arrives from Mrs. Loudon saying, “ Send them 
both here immediately,” and as there is no need for subter- 
fuge I pass the message to Guthrie without remark. 

Guthrie reads it and pales visibly beneath his tan, “Good 
Lord, how frightful !” he exclaims. “Great Scott, how did 
she hear about it ? You don’t mean to say you wired to her 
. . . you couldn’t explain in a wire.” 

I reply that I wired and wrote, and explained everything 
that required explanation. I point to the telegraph form 
which has fluttered on to the floor from Guthrie’s nerveless 
fingers and add that there is no need to worry, for Ms 
mother is delighted at the news of his engagement, 

Guthrie says, “ How do you make that out ?” 

I reply that the fact is self-evident since she wishes 
Pinkie and Guthrie to go to Avielochan for the remainder 
of Guthrie’s leave. 

Guthrie picks up the wire and reads it again and says, 
“ She’s simply furious. She wants to get us there and make 
us change our minds.” 

I seisie the wire, and re-read it, and point out that there 
is nothing in it to support Guthrie’s theory. Guthrie 
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retorts that there is nothing in it to support mine. If she 
is pleased why doesn't she say so ? I reply that it is not her 
way to go all out upon a telegraph form. Guthrie says she 
could have put delighted " without extra cost. , I reply that, 
it is not a question of cost, but a question of character. 
Guthrie says do I imagine that I know his, mother better 
than he does. I reply that I do. 

At this point — ^when we are both becoming somewhat 
heated— Pinkie chips in and remarks, '‘You know, I think' 
Hester's right. She wouldn't want us both to come, unlei?s 
she was pleased about it." 

Guthrie says, "Why wouldn’t she?" 

Pinkie replies, "Because it would be so unpleasant." 

Guthrie says gloomily, " You don't know Mother at all— 
either of you.” 

After some more discussion, during which Pinkie sticks to 
her guns with commendable tenacity, ft is agreed that Mrs. 
Loudon’s invitation is to be accepted— or, rather, that her 
command is to foe obeyed— but that it is to be understood 
by all parties that nothing Mrs. Loudon says or does is to 
make the slightest difference to the engaged couple . . . 
" as long as we make up our minds to that," says Guthrie 
firmly. "As long as Pinkie promises faithfully that what- 
ever Mother says or does it won’t make any difference.” 

" But what could she say ?" enquires Pinkie, in reasoning 
tones, " What could she do to separate us ?” 

"She’ll do ail she can," declares Guthrie. "You don’t 
know Mother . . . Oh, well, I suppose we had better wire 
and say we'll go to-morrow.” 

Pinkie says, "Why wire? Why not Just go to-day ? We 
can catch the 3.30 train, if Hester will take us over to Breck 
Station” 

This surprises Guthrie and he enquires why Pinkie is in 
such a desperate hurry, to which question Pinkie replies by 
snatching the telegram and pointing out the word "im- 
mediately.” 

Guthrie says, "Yes, but why should we ?” 

“Because she's your mother, Guthrie darling,” says 
Pinkie firmly. 

I am so delighted with Pinkie that I could hug her, but 
I manage to refrain from showing my feelings, and suggest 
that, if the 3,30 is to be caught, Pinkie must pack her things 
before lunch. Guthrie says he must pack too, but instead of 
departing forthwith he keeps me standing in the hail for 
at least five minutes while he rhapsodises over Pinkie and 
repeats that nothing his mother can do or say will induce 
him to give her up . . . finally I push him^ut of the door 
by main force and follow Pinkie to her room to help her 
with her packing. 

It is just as well that I have decided to help Pinkie, for 
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when I open the door I find her- .standing : in , the middle of 
the room with her hands clasped in front of her, and her 
■pacMng: iiot.'.eve^ ... ' 

‘^Oh, Hester P.V she says.' Oh, Hester, Tm frightened! 
rm' not .gro,wn*-up enough, or something/' 

I enquire anxiously whether she has changed her mind ,, 
about Guthrie, and assure her that if she has changed her 
mind she must tell me at once and I will put everything 
right 

'^Oh, no," says Pinkie earnestly. 'VQh, no, Fm quite 
grown up enough for that . . . it's Mrs. Loudon . . . I've 
never had to do anything important . . . like this . . . 
before." ■ . ■ 

You needn't be afraid of Mrs. Loudon.” 

‘^She may not like me," says Pinkie anxiously. 
Fortunately I am able to reassure Pinkie as to her recep- 
tion by her prospective mother-in-law, and although I 
refrain from disclosing the actual facts, I am able to tell 
Pinkie enough to give her confidence. 

We start to pack, and, while we pack, Pinkie talks 
excitedly and somewhat incoherently, “Darling, I hate 
leaving you,” she declares, “but you'll let me come back 
when Guthrie goes to sea, won’t you ? I could bear it better 
if I was here with you . . . no, I won’t take that frock, it's 
too tight for me and I look like a pincushion. Perhaps 
Annie would like it . . . Oh, Hester, I feel full of bubbles, 
only it's a nice feeling and it wouldn't really feel nice if 
you were full of bubbles, would it?, . .1 wanted to tell 
you ages ago, but I couldn% because there wasn’t anything 
to tell ... it wasn't until Guthrie went away . . . and then 
he wrote to me and of course I answered, and then w-e 
went on writing. Of course I knew from the very first 
moment I saw him lying in bed with his poor hand bandaged 
. . . and so brave and everything . . . yes, I must take those 
stockings because they go so well with my tweeds ... I 
know, but I’ll darn it . . . darling, you aren't cross with me 
for not telling you? Say you aren't. I couldn't tell you 
until I knew whether Guthrie . . . well, as a matter of fact 
I very nearly told you. Guthrie is thirty . . . yes, I'll take 
that Jumper . . . thirty is the most perfect age . . . 

. . . but of course he's thirty-one now, which is even more 
perfect. You’re sure Mrs. Loudon won’t hate me ? You’re 
perfectly certain, aren’t you ? I mean she won’t think I’m 
far too young and silly, will she ? ... Oh, Hester, you are 
a comfort to me . . . Yes, I take those brogues; we 
must make a place for them somewhere, because I shall be 
walking on the hills with Guthrie. . , Oh, dear, how 
happy I am ! . . . and it's all you’re doing, Hester ... I 
can never, never thank you, not if I kept on saying thank 
you night and day for weeks, so it isn't any use trying . . . 
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I mean if it had'nt been' for' yon 'I should :;never/: nave /..met. 
Guthrie. . .it just seems too awfui .to tMnls: of/" ".says 
Pinkie, pausing with a pair of knickers in. one hand and a 
single silk stocking in the other,. '‘It just seems' too awful 
to think that i' might never have .met 'Guthrie 
“Where is the other stocking?"" I enquire anxiously, ■ 

“I don"t'know.. . says Pinkie, in a vague sort of tone, 
“I must have lost it . . . but Hester, do you realise that if 
I hadn’t gone to the hospital that morning with Mrs. 
Loudon I wouldn't have met Guthrie ? . . .1 didn’t want to 
go,"" declares Pinkie looking at me wide-eyed, “ I very nearly 
said I wouldn"t . . . and then I was sorry for her because 
she seemed awfully lonely, somehow, and she seemed to be 
so anxious for me to go . . . Fancy if I hadn"t gone ! Fancy 
if I hadn’t met Guthrie 1 Fancy if I had married somebody 
else ! Not that I ever really thought of marrying anybody 
else— but still. . . . No, Hester, those bedroom-slippers are 
absolutely dead. They had better be buried, I think. I just 
wondered if you could possibly lend me your blue ones • . , 
I would be frightfully careful of them . . . darling, you are 
a perfect lamh i . , . Can you find room for this blue scarf 
because Guthrie said it matched my eyes. He is the sweetest 
thing, Hester . . don’t you think so, honestly ? There 
couldn’t ever be any one else so perfect, could there ... so 
absolutely right . . . Won’t it shut ? Oh, but it simply must 
shut . . . No, there’s nothing I could leave behind . , . No, 
I must take that suede jacket . . . Look, I’ll sit on it! . . , 
There!” cries Pinkie triumphantly. “There, I thought it 
would ! That’s one advantage of weighing about a ton I” 
Feel very flat to-night without Pinkie, and I can see that 
Tim misses her too. He says, “ It’s very quiet, isn’t it ? and 
then, after a prolonged silence, he remarks that it will be 
nice when she comes home. “We shall have to cheer her up 
of course,” adds Tim thoughtfully. I agree to this. Presently 
he says, “It will be rather nice when Betty is grown up 
won’t it?” I agree to this also. 


TUESDAY, 12TH NOVEMBER 

Am obliged to take the car over to Breck Station to 
collect a crate of oranges which I have ordered from a fruit 
merchant in Edinburg. The crate is larger than I expected, 
and there is a good deal of discussion between the porter 
and myself as to how it is to be got into the car. The porter 
suggests that I should open the sunshine rogf and drop the 
crate in from above, but I do not welcome the suggestion, 
for I do not see how I shall be able to get it out again, and 
envisage the possibility of being obliged to keep the crate 
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in the car until its contents are consumed. We could put the 
crate on the luggage grid, of course, and this would be the 
most sensible thing to do if I could get the luggage grid 
open, but it has not been opened for so long that it lias 
stuck and my efforts to turn the key are unavailing. I am 
still struggling with the key, and trying not to bestow upon 
it any of the unladylike adjectives which I have picked up 
from, time' to time during my thirteen years' of Regimental 
life, when I am hailed by name and turn round to find 
Captain Baker standing at my elbow. 

"'Let me do that,” he says. “ Perhaps It needs a little 

oil.... Just a drop of oil sometimes works wonders 

there. .. .no frightfully stif^, isn’t it.... yes, there we 

are!” 

I thank him heartily and, complimenting him upon his 
resourcefulness, enquire whether he always carries a can 
of oil in his pocket. • 

“Yes, I do,” he replies, laughing. “I find it most useful 
when the balloons are recalcitrant, and it creates an im- 
pression of efficiency. Is this crate to go on? Let me lash it 
on for you.” 

He lashes it on in a most professional manner and again 
I have cause to thank and praise him. 

“Funny, isn’t it?” he says, surveying his handiwork with 
satisfaction. 

“Why is it funny?” I enquire. 

“Because I used to be so helpless,” replies Captain Baker 
frankly. “I used to be an absolute footler, and I accepted 
the fact philosophically and never made the slighest 
attempt to train my hands to serve me better.” 

“But you were a professor . . . and clever people-* — ” 

“A lecturer,” says Captain Baker smiling. “There’s a 
good deal of difference, you know. I was merely a lecturer 
on Zoology and not particularly brilliant—or at any rate 
not brilliant enough to excuse incompetence.” He hesitates 
for a moment and then adds, “I’m awfully glad I met you, 
Mrs. Christie. We’re going away on Friday, and I wanted 
to say good-bye.” 

I am sorry he is going away, and tell him so, and ask if 
he could come and have supper with us some evening- 
before he goes, Tim would like to meet him again, and I 
might hear the end of the cricket match, but Captain 
Baker replies regretfully that he has not an evening to 
spare. 

“I suppose I mustn’t ask where you’re going,” I enquire 

He smiles and says that he has not the least idea. . 
“I’m glad I met^you,” he says again. “I’ve often thought 
about that talk we had at the MacDougalls’. I’ve often 
wondered whether you considered me a pessimist of ^ the 
/■■deepest; ■dye.” ■■; 
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<*Yoii were a trifle gloomy,” I tell him. *'But you were 
right and the optimists were wrong.” 

Captain Baker acknowledges this and adds that he 
wishes it had been otherwise. felt gloomy,” he conti- 
nues earnestly. I had a horrible feeling of apprehension. 
Everyone seemed so pleased and so convinced that things 
were going well. . . .but I could not believe them. If I had 
been a Celt I might have thought myself Tey/ but nobody 
could foe psychic with a name like mine ... no, it was Just a 
feeling of apprehension, no more and no less. It lay over 
my spirits like a black cloud — and then, when the worst 
happened and Prance collapsed and we were left to face 
the enemy alone, my spirits rose and I felt like a different 
being. Wasn’t that strange?” 

''I can understand it.” 

“Can you?” enquires Captain Baker, “That’s very 
interesting. Perhaps you felt the Srame. It was a most 
extraordinary feeling. I went about saying to myself, 
“Now we know where we are; now we can face up to it” 
and we have faced up to it, haven’t we? It takes some- 
thing pretty grim to stir us up, and set our feet on the 
War-Path, doesn’t it?” 

“ Yes . . . how do you feel about things now ?” I enquire 
anxiously. 

Captain Baker laughs and says, “I believe you think 
I’m ‘fey’ in spite .of my name !” 

“Well, you were right before.” 

“ Yes, but I might not be right again . . . however if 
it’s any consolation to you X can tell you this: I feel 
grand.” 

“Do you?” 

“ Yes, grand. The jackal is getting his tail twisted by the 
Greeks, and we’re going to get at him soon— I feel quite 
sure of it.” 

“What about the tiger?” I enquire. 

“Ah, Sher Khan !” says Captain Baker. “It will take a 
bit longer before we can hope to see his skin spread upon 
the Council Rock — but the day will come.” 

The conversation has been extremely interesting, but 
time is getting on, and I must get home to lunch. We 
shake hands cordially, and Captain Baker says he hopes 
we shall meet again. 

“ Good hunting ” I exclaim as I climb into the car and 
drive off, and Captain Baker echoes the Jungle cry. I have 
only met him three times, but I feel as if I knew him quite 
well. 
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MONDAY, iSTH NOVEMBER" ^ ^ 

Letters received Bryan and PinMe. ■ 

"‘Dear Mum,— How are you ' getting on? There was an 
air raid in the middle of the rugger match so we all had 
to go in. Old Parker said it was a draw, hut it was not a 
draw because we were 3 and they were 2 and we could have 
socked them. It was swizz. Edgeburton^s father came and 
he took me out two. We had a fine old blow out. We did 
not have baken because of the rashons and their were no 
eggs because they are not laying stni it was a good blow 
out. He is only a captain so Edgeburton need not swank. 
The wfessling is useful. Snodgrass is 13 and bigger than 
me a good bit but I could not bare his cheek any more. It 
was not quite such a good show as when I nocked Captain 
McDoogle down but #t might have been worse. Snodgrass 
was seprised. Please tell Wojciech it is being useful. I 
wish we had a nice house where we could ask people for 
the hols sometimes. Some of the people ask me for the 
hols but I like coming home but I wish we had a big house 
and then we could ask people sometimes don't you? Its 
passed half term. I hope their will be snow in the Xmas 
hois. Would any one give me a tobogan? T mean if any 
one wants to know what I want thats what I want. Love 
from , . , 

BRYAN." 


“AVIELOCHAN. 

“My Darling Hester,— I never seem to have time to write 
letters, but I have just told Guthrie that he is to be quiet 
until I have finished. It is lovely here, I think it is the 
most beautiful place I have even seen and we are so happy. 
Guthrie and I Just suit each other. We like the same things. 
We go for long walks over the hills and Guthrie takes his 
gun and shoots for the pot. He shoots anything we happen 
to see, but we do not see very much because we talk too 
much. Guthrie shot a grey hen in the woods and we are 
going to have it for dinner. I have had one or two nice 
talks with Guthrie's mother, I was frightened of her at 
first, but not now. She is very shy, I think, and that makes 
her fierce. I think she likes me because I like her so much 
and I am sure I should not like her if she did not like me. 
It is lovely to hear all about Guthrie when he was little. 
Guthrie says he-vwishes there was someone to tell him what 
I was like when I was little, but of course there isn't any 
one. Guthrie's mother has given me a sweet photograph 
of him when he was five. Hester' darling, I am ' trying to- 
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write sensibly j but it is difficult because I can't tbink of 
anything except Guthrie. Of course we both know that he 
has got to go back to his ship — ^we have only got five days— 
but the main thing is we have found each other. It: is 
awfully kind of you to say I am to come back to Winfield 
when Guthrie goes away. It will make all the difference. 
Guthrie ■ wants, me to go out now so I must stop.. Lots of 
■love from 

Your loving . 

PINKIE.*'. 

P.S.— Guthrie sends his love. 

P.P.S. — Guthrie has just heard that his leave has been 
extended until the 10th December ! ! !" 


SUNDAY, 24TH NOVEMBER 

We have not seen much of Tony Morley lately, for he 
has been busy giving his Battalion its final polish before its 
departure for Egypt, and has had no time to visit his 
friends. To-day, however, Tim and I have been invited to 
lunch at the camp and we walk over in good time for the 
meal. There are only ourselves, and George Craddock and 
Tony himself, but he gives us a ** Party ” lunch and excuses 
the extravagance by explaining that he wishes to leave an 
impression of good cheer behind him when he departs to 
warmer climes. Tim is asking Tony all sorts of questions 
about the Battalion, so George and I have a conversation 
to ourselves. He enquires for Pinkie and says he has 
received a letter from her and is delighted to hear of her 
engagement. He says it so frankly and sincerely that I 
believe his words and realise that, in George's case, Pinkie's 
method has been successful. 

“ Pinkie is simply splendid,” declares George, smiling 
cheerfully. “ It's been grand having her as a friend . . . and 
of course we shall go on being friends. There’s no reason 
why we shouldn’t, is there?” 

“None, whatever,” I reply with conviction. 

“We're going to write, of course,” says George. “ Pinkie 
has promised to write. I hope she will.” 

“Pinkie always does what she says— keeps her promises 
I mean.” 

“Yes,” agrees George. “There's no nonsense about her. 
When she says a thing she means it.” 

It is my turn to talk to Tony now ; I ask him how he 
likes the idea of Active Service, and he replies that he is 
looking forward to it very much. “You#-see, I've made 
something and I want to try it out,” he explains quite 
gravely. “ I've made a fighting weapon and I want to see 
how it works. I've created this Battalion out of a rabble— 
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well, 'it was almost a rabble when I took it over-»~and it. 
hasn’t; been all beer and ' skittles, ' Sometimes I’ve been in 
despair over it. Sometimes, I’ve cursed the day when I took 
on the Job. I’ve laughed over it and I’ve cried; over' it/’; de- 
clares ;Tony, with' one of his comical sideways looks, ** I’ve 
torn out my hair by the roots . . . but gradually the, thing 
has taken shape . . . it’s been very interesting.” 

■.“'You’re satisfied with it?” I ask. 

'"“ Good heavens, no 1”, cries Tony, screwing up , Ms, face 
in ■;emphasis, “Satisfied !.Good heavens I should think not 
I told you before it would take me five years to do the Job 
properly. That was in March, wasn’t it?” 

“ Yes. I think,, so.” 

“Well, this is November, so I’ve had eight months. It’s 
a Battalion now — that’s about all that can be said— it’s got 
cohesion, and, quite an idea of the purpose for which it Is 
intended ; its esprit corps is . . . well, as a matter of 
fact it’s pretty good . . . have some more lamb ?” 

“ No, thank you. Tony, tell me this, is it better or worse 
than you expected?” 

Tony’s eyes twinkle, “It’s better,” he replies, “ but I chose 
the piece myself. I went to the butcher and said: ‘Show 
me the best piece of lamb you’ve got, because there’s a very 
particular lady coming to lunch with me,’ so he showed me 
a piece of loin and this is it.” 

“ Tony, you know quite well I didn’t mean the lamb — 
it’s perfect — ^it melts in the mouth. I asked you about the 
Battalion ” 

“It’s tough,” says Tony promptly, “ Tough as blazes . . . 
that’s one thing I can say about it, cross my heart.” 

“ Perhaps I’d better go, if you’ll excuse me, sir,” says 
George, consulting his watch in an anxious manner, 

“ Oh !” says Tony. “ Oh, there’s no hurry . , . Church 
Parade,” he explains. “We’ve got our padre nov/. A brand 
new one, very young and keen, so we’ve got to live up to 
him, haven’t we, Craddock.” ■ 

“ Yes, but he’s awfully decent,” declares George. “ I’m 
sure he’ll be splendid when he gets into the way of things 
. . . , I mean it’s difficult at first.” 

“ Yes,” agrees Tony. “ He hasn’t been used to Jocks. Last 
Sunday he preached too long a sermon, didn’t he, 
Craddock?” 

“ Forty-seven and a half minutes,” says George in 
hushed tones. 

“ Was it?” enquires Tony with interest. “ Was it really, 
Craddock? Oh, well, I think he realises his mistake. I 
wondered,” continues Tony somewhat difiddently, “I 
wondered if you and Tim would like to come this afternoon. 
'The 'Service is to be in the village- church — 

I "don’t think we can,” declares' Tim, looking at me in 
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a beseeching manner. “ I meant it would be better , . . you 
see rm sure to go to sleep and it's a bad. example for the: 
Jocks” 

“It will he ail right, Sir,” says George quickly,' He's 
only going to give us ten minutes.” 

Tony smiles. “ It was like this,” he says, “Walker asked 
me how I liked' his, sermon, and !■ told him 1 .liked it 
immensely. It was an excellent . sermon, weir, thought out' 
and well expressed.” 

“Was 'it,: Sir?” enquires George : in' surprise. I 'never 
heard a word after the first quarter of an hour. I was 
thinking of the Jocks and wondering how long they would 
stand it.” , 

“ You needn't have worried,” Tony replies. “ Tiiey were 
all asleep. You worry too much about the Jocks, You should 
have listened to the sermon. It was after the pattern of 
John Stuart Mills and exceedingly intfresting and originai 
I told Walker that, and he was as pleased as Punch; he 
said, ‘ Then you didn't think it too long?* I replied that it 
wasn't too long for me, and that if he wished to deliver 
his sermons to me he should continue exactly as he had 
begun. He's a trifle slow at picking up the more delicate 
shades of meaning ” continues Tony thoughtfully, “and I 
realised I should have to make the point clearer. I repeated 
that if my salvation was his chief concern, he should go 
on as he was doing, but if he wanted to get at the Jocks, 
he must make it short and snappy.” 

“What did he say?” enquires George eagerly. 

“He smiled . . . he had got it, you see . . . and he said 
that he had noticed some of them had gone to sleep. ‘I 
think I shall have to abandon you to your fate,’ he said in 
his slow Scottish voice. He has quite a healthy sense of 
humour, has Walker .... Oh, well, to make a lony story 
short I gave him a few hints. I told him I knew a good 
deal about soldiers and ten minutes was all they could stand 
without going to sleep. I told him to cut out philosophy 
altogether. I said * Take a Bible story— just a simple story 
out of the Bible and tell it in your own words. Use your 
imagination. Make it real to them. Theyll listen to you 
if you do that.” 

We are all gazing at Tony wide-eyed. 

“ Well, he asked for it,” says Tony, laughing. “ If some- 
one asks my advice they get it. I'm old enough to be Ms 
father— or very nearly.” 

When we come out from lunch the Battalion is on 
parade, and we stand and watch it march off. Tim grabs 
my arm and says, “By Jove they're marvellous. . , .Couldn't 
have believed it I Morley must have sweated them properly. 
Pine looking fellows, aren't they?” 

. . The Battalion is an inspiring sight as it marches past In 
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serried ranks. It is a sight which brings tears to my eyes 
and a lump in my throat. A Battalion of soldiers always 
affects me in this peculiar manner and it affects me more 
strongly than usual to-day for these men have given their 
bodies to be trained ' to fight. They are going to fight for 
freedom and ' justice ;, they are going to fight for their 
country ; they' are going to fight for me. ' Yes, it comes to 
that. They are going to fight—and perhaps die-*»for me 
and mine, and I can , do nothing to show , my gratitude, I 
cannot do anything at all for them. If I could supply them 
with ** Comforts”, it would be something, but they will not 
need warm garments in Egypt . . . but I realise that this 
thought is more than a trifie absurd and endeavour to 
smile at my foolishness. 

We watch the Battalion march off and follow it to the 
little village church where the service is to take place. The 
road is lined with villagers and their children, and they 
wave to the men as they pass. 

Tony has arranged for us to have seats in the gallery and 
Symes is waiting for us at the church door to show us 
where to go. I shake hands with Symes and wish him good 
fortune, for I may not see him again before he goes; Tim 
.shakes hands with him too and thanks him for helping 
me and Symes murmurs that he liked it, and he didn’t do 
anything really, and he’d have done a lot more if he could. 

The seats are in the front row of the gallery and we 
look down at a sea of heads; black and brown and yellow 
and ginger, but all neatly cut— in fact they are almost 
shaven. Tim has noticed this too, he whispers, ‘'Well 
barbered, aren’t they? None of your long-haired lounge 
lizards here ... that’s Morley, of course. Morley was 
always keen on short hair.” 

Tony himself is sitting in the front pew with some of 
his officers. He looks stern and withdrawn and I wonder 
what he is thinking . . . Tony has been a good friend to 
me, and I shall miss him very much when he goes away. 

The organ booms out and the men stand up and sing 
“ Oil, God Our' Help in Ages Past.” It is magnificent to hear : 
all these men singing; their deep-throated' roar is enough 
to lift the roof. My eyes Bxe stinging again— Oh^ Hester, 
what a fool you are! 

The little padre has a round shinmg face. He does not 
look much older than Bryan, but he has a good resonant 
voice and his accent— though it might grate upon ears 
accustomed to B.B.C. English— has a pleasant homely sound. 
There is a prayer, and a metrical psalm and then comes the 
sermon, and it is' at once obvious that Mr, Walker has taken 
his Colonel’s adVice to heart,, for, instead of announcing a 
text, he takes out his watch, lays it beside him on the edge 
'Of^the pulpit and says that he is about to. tell us a story 
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and it will take tea minutes* Tke effect of iMs ' statement 
is electrical. The Jocks have prepared themselves for a 
lengthy nap by disposing their limbs aS' comfortably as their 
cramped quarters will allow, but now they sit up and cock 
their ears. Some of them nudge each other. 

What a curious thing it is to look at these men! They 
are exactly like regular soldiers who have been in the army 
for years. They have the same habits, they have the same 
faults. "A year ago— or less, in some cases— these men were^ 
clerks, bakens, chauffeurs and a hundred other things, but 
they are soldiers now. They are cheery, irresponsible, vocal 
and sentimental; they grumble and swear; they laugh, they 
swagger a little — and why shouldn't they swagger? Tony 
says they're tough, and I can believe it. 

While I have been thinking these things, Mr. Walker has 
plunged into the story of the flight of the Israelites from 
Pharaoh, and is declaring that it wasf'the first known case 
of mass evacuation." They move out from the hovels 
where they have lived beneath the tyrant's hand and set 
forth upon their long and hazardous journey into the 
unknown. Their leader, Moses, is pictured very vividly 
Mr. Walker. He is a busy man, for all the organisation 
rests upon his shoulders. The people stream eastwards, old 
and middle-aged people, and young children, and Moses is 
everywhere up and down the line encouraging, directing, 
commanding. Pharaoh has said they may go, but they have 
not gone far before he changes his mind and sets out after 
them with all his army to bring them back. Mr. Walker 
describes the passage of the Red Sea and the destruction 
of Pharaoh's hosts with considerable gusto. He has stuck 
to the story closely, and if he has embroidered it a little, 
he has merely embroidered it with details which his fancy 
has suggested. Thus far he has spoken from notes, but the 
notes are finished now and the story is finished too , . . 
but the story has excited him, it has gripped his imagina- 
tion— as indeed it has gripped mine— and the ending does 
not satisfy him. The waves have rolled over Pharaoh's head, 
but drowning is too easy a death for such a monster. . . . 

. and the w^otters rrolled over them and they were 
all drrowned," declares Mr. Walker (roiling his Rs more 
fiercely than ever the waters of the Red Sea could have 
roiled). He hesitates here for a moment and then contmues, 
*'* but Pharaoh himself came up to the surface and he cried 
out, in a loud voice, ‘Moses, save me!'. . .and Moses 
answered neverr a wurrd. Then Pharaoh got a mouthful of 
wotter and down he went, but he came up again, and again 
he cried out louder than beforre, ‘Moses, sap me!' . . . and 
Moses answerred neverr a wurrd. Then Pharaoh went down, 
down to the verry bottom of the Red Sea, to the verry 
bottom of it, but he , strruggled up to the surrface of the 
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wotter, and he Cried in, the loudest voice he could, ‘ Moses, 
Moses, save me}’ . . .and Moses answered, ‘I haired you 

'till.© flXU'X'S'fe tlOiX© 

: We stand' up to sing— and there is no need for any one, 
to be nudged awake — and we sing the metrical version of 
the,, hundred and twenty- fourth psalm. 

"'Now Israel may say and that truly 
• If that the Lord had not our cause maintained , . . 
When cruel men against us furiously 
Rose up in wrath to make of us their prey, 

Then certainly they had devoured us all . . . 

•‘Ev’n as a bird out of the fowler's snare 
Escapes away, so is our soul set free; 

Broke are their nets and so escaped we. 

Therefore our* help is in the Lord's great name 
Who iieav'n and earth by his great pow'r did frame.’* 

The fine tune, the brave words, go rolling out together — 
everyone is singing as loudly as he can. Everyone is at one 
in this expression of gratitude for past favours and in hope 
for the continuance of help against the powers of evil 

We emerge into the chill pale November afternoon, and 
I am quite exhausted. During the short service I have run 
the gamut of emotions; I have struggled with tears; I have 
struggled with laughter; I have been lifted to the heights. 
I cling to Tim's arm and we wait until the Battalion has 
formed and marched away for we want to say good-bye to 
Tony and this is our last chance. 

Presently Tony comes up to us and asks, with a sideways 
glance, how we enjoyed the service. 

'‘It was magnificent," replies Tim. “It was a splendid 
service . . . and the sermon was grand." 

“It was good, wasn't it?” Tony agrees. “I told him to 
use his imagination, but I didn't realise he had so much to 
use . . . he enjoyed drowning Hitler, didn't he?" 

We talk for a few moments in the cold bleak little church- 
yard. The wind is sweeping round the corner of the 
church, and the bare trees are bending to its blast. 

“Weil. . .good-bye," says Tony. “Write to me :v 0 .nie- 
times, Hester." 

“Yes," I say huskily. “Yes, of course . . , .Take care oi 
yourself, Tony” I add— could any one have thought of a 
more foolish thing to say? 

“ Oh, rather, 'V says Tony. “Ill be ail right . . .see you 
again when wejye drowned the dictators in the Red Sea. . 

He salutes me gravely; — and, somehow, the simple action 
which has become so commonplace, assumes ' the dignity 
and; importance, of ■ a sacred rite. I realise for the first 
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time what a salute should be, I realise all that it means 
...(''we salute thee, Caesar”) ...and I wish that I could 
return his salute, but I am only a woman and women :have 

no brave gestures such as this 

Tony holds the salute for a moment and then.' turns 
smartly and walks away , . . shall I ever see him again ? 


WEDNESDAY, 27TH NOVEMBER 

Great discussion at the " Comforts ” this morning anent 
the Christmas Party which is to take place at the Barracks 
on the Saturday before Christmas Day. Mamie announces 
that she will do the decorations with the help of Stella if 
Grace and I will undertake to buy the toys for the tree. 
Grace agrees to the arrangement witla» enthusiasm, and I 
agree reluctantly (I have done the job before and she has 
not). Mamie then goes on to say that Herbert is letting her 
have fifteen pounds for the party, but perhaps we ought 
not to spend it ail. It seems a good deal, doesn't it? We 
are told to practise the strictest economy, aren't we? . . , 
but then, on the other hand, the children ought not to 
suffer because of the war, poor little things. 

Stella says: "The toys must all be British made, of course” 

Grace says: "Oh, of course.” 

I enquire how much money we may spend on the pre- 
sents for the tree. 

Mamie says: "Well, what about eight pounds?” 

This is quite ridiculous, because there are at least eighty 
children to be provided with toys, and I am aware from 
past experience that no reasonably decent toys can be 
bought for less than an average expenditure of three 
shillings. I explain this in detail, and doing a hasty sum 
I point out that I shall require twelve pounds at least. 

Stella says, "Twelve pounds! You can’t spend that on 
toys; We shall need five pounds for the decorations.” 

I point out that cheap toys are no use. It would be better 
to give them none at all, and add that the decorations can 
be done with flags, which can be obtained on loan from 
the Quarty, and with holly from our own gardens. 

Stella objects to this. She says decorations properly done 
give the bare hall a festive appearance, and add to every- 
one’s enjoyment. , ."Streamers of coloured paper and 
Chinese lanterns,” says Stella earnestly, " tinsel and 
candles for the tree ...” 

" That’s all very well,” I reply, " but children don’t really 
appreciate decorations. They would rather have decent 
toys. Don’t you agree, Mamie?” 

Mamie has children of her own. " Yes,” she says 
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tliey:' would ' 

Stella pounces upon her at once. * Mamie I she^ exclaims, 
**:Mamie,:'you'' to we agreed that five pounds was the 
very least we could manage on.” . ■ ' ^ 

' :The wretched Mamie swithers helplessly, for she is one 
of those, people who, like Reuben, are unstable as water . . . 
Indeed she is like soapy water, ^ for she slips through one’s 
fingers"' in a lather of words. Oh, well,” says Mamie. 
'^Hester will just have to manage. We can’t give them cheap 
toys of course because, 'as Hester says, they . Just get broken. 
It’s a waste of money giving them cheap toys . . .but of 
course we want the decorations to be nice too, and you 
can’t do really good decorations for nothing ... the 
children would rather have toys, I dare say, but . . .well 
Hester must Just manage somehow. It’s war-time, 
isn’t it?”' • 

That’s Just why we should make a special effort to 
have really good decorations,” says Stella firmly. 

"‘Yes, of course,” agrees Mamie. 

*^But Mamie,” I object. ‘‘You said we were to t!i.lnl: of 
the children first. I can’t possibly get decent toys for them 
unless I have the money to buy them with, can I?” 

**No, of course not,” agrees Mamie. 

*‘You can get quite good toys for two shillings each,” 
declares Stella, who has been doing sums on the blotting 
paper. 

Grace has contributed nothing to the argument, but has 
continued to slave away at the parcels. She now looks up 
with a sweet smile and enquires whether it would not fce 
better if she and I v/ere to undertake the decorations — 
which we could easily manage with two pounds — and 
Mamie and Stella could buy the presents with the rest of 
the money. 

There is a short but dismayed silence. 

""Oh !” says Stella. ""Oh, but Tm sure you could choose 
the presents better. Hester has done it before ... so have 
I, of course, but . . . but I think you and Hester should do 
it. I dare say Mamie and I could manage the decorations 
on three pounds, really.” 

As Grace and I walk home -together, I think about the 
argument, and begin to chuckle. 

""It mas funny,” says Grace. 

""We were haggling like a lot of Jews ” I declare. 

Grace nods : ""Thank goodness she didn’t take me at my 
word. TJiafe #mg decorations, don’t you?” 

""Loathe reply with conviction. 

""Holly I” says Grace with a shudder. "" Nasty little spikes 
of holly sticking in one’s fingers for days! Dusty fiags 
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twining themselves round one's neck, as one struggles to 
nail them up ! Nails, Hester ! D’you like ■ nails '■ 

can never get the things to go in straight, can you 

Never. They always bend their necks when I hit them.” 
can never hit them,” declares Grace. 

We walk on in silence for a few moments. • 

*'It was Stella” says Grace. ‘‘ Stella . wanted slap-iip 
decorations, so that everyone would say, FliO' did, the 
decorations ? It's like fairyland !” — ^that woman makes me 
sick ... it will foe fun choosing the presents, won’t it ?” 

I cannot agree with this, so I refrain from any rejoinder, 
but Grace insists upon one. “ It will be fun, won’t it she 
repeats, squeezing my arm. 

'‘It would be fun if one had unlimited money to spend,” 
I reply in sombre accents. 

‘‘It will be fun,” says Grace with •conviction. “You’ll 
let me choose the presents for the boys, won’t you? Because 
I know the sort of things Ian and Alec will like when they're 
older. You don’t mind, do you?” 

“No, of course not.” 

“And well take Betty with us to help to choose the 
presents for the girls.” 

“Betty!” I exclaim in amazement. 

“Yes,” says Grace, warming to her plan. “Yes, well go 
on Saturday afternoon — ^it’s a marvellous idea. She will 
know exactly what the little girls would like — and it will 
be so good for her to help to choose presents for other 
children.” 

“Will it?” I enquire in doubtful tones, for somehow or 
other I cannot visualise Betty performing this labour of love. 

“ Yes,” says Grace firmly. “ It will bring out all the hest 
in Betty. Of course we must take her.” 


SATURDAY, 30TH NOVEMBER 

Grace calls for us at two o’clock, and we set out together 
to choose the presents for the tree. I have taken pains to 
explain the matter to Betty and, somewhat to my surprise, 
she seems to have grasped the idea. Grace explains it al 
over again as we walk down the long road to the town and 
I must admit that she explains it more fully than I have 
been able to do. The substance of Grace’s lecture is that it 
is more blessed to give than to receive, and Betty listens 
with astonishing meekness. 

“Will I be giving them the things?” sh^iasks at last. 

“No,” says Grace. “But when you see how pleased the 
children are you will know that you have helped to choose 
the toys . . . and of course you are giving up your Saturday 
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afternoon to^choose them . . . and you can choose your own 

^^Bv^"this°ttoe we have reached Miller’s shop and we are 
escorted downstairs to the Toy Department by Mr Miller 
himself. I have provided myself with a list of the cliilnreii 
divided up into sexes and ages; Infants, girls from threti lo 
six years old, boys from three to six, girls from .six to ten. 
boys from six to ten and so on — and beside each group i 
have written the number of toys required and the amount 
which is to be spent upon them. I show the list to (irar.e 
and explain that I must start with the infan t.s’ rattUi.s and 
woolly balls, but she can do the boys, and I advise Ihu- to start 
at the bottom of the list and work up gradually, for 1 haw 
found to my cost, that any other method produces absolute 
chaos. .. . 

Miller’s Toy Department is an attractive place. It is 
stocked with toys of«all sorts and sizes and, as we descend 
the stairs and the full beauty of it bunsts upon our gaze, I 
am not surprised to hear an exclamation of rapture from 
my daughter. 

“Oh, how lovely!” she cries, prancing forward. “Oil, 
how beautiful! Oh, it’s like Aladdin’s Cave!” 

I am still talkmg to Mr. Miller and explaining our 
requirements when Betty seizes upon a doll’.s bed and 
announces that she will choose her own present finst, and 
this is it. 

“ No, you can’t have that,” I reply. “ It’s too 
and you must choose the other presents first.” 

Grace says why not let her have the bed, as it 
ten and six and we can easily economise on the 
presents, but I refuse to con.sider it for a moment. 

“ Seventy-six toys at an average of three shillings 
says Mr. Miller, figuring out the sum in his notebook. 

Grace has now fomid a trumpet and says that it will 
the very thing for Tommy Brown — whose father is in the 
band— she is sure he would like it. 

I reply that we ought to keep to our programme and w'ork 
up from the infants. 

“Yes,” says Grace, “but Just let’s put this a-slde 
Tommy.” 

‘Well, can I have this bow and arrow?” enquires 
tugging at my coat. “ Can I have it. Mummy?” 

Grace says, “Why not let her have it and then we 
get on?” 

I agree and begin to choose rattles. 

Betty disappears, but returns a few moments later and 
says, “Look at this lovely tea-set, Mummy! I think I would 
rather have this.” 

Grace says, “ Here’s a drum. Don’t you think it would be 
nice for the other Brown boy?” 
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I reply that X do not think it would. Mrs. Brown is 
expecting another baby shortly and will be driven quite mad 
if her ofispring are provided with drums and trumpets. 
0race says, “Well, what about this box of soldiers?” 
Betty says, “ Oh, Mummy, I would iope a box of soldiers! 
Mummy, can I have a box of soldiers for my present?” 

Grace says, “ Wouldn’t you rather have a doll? Look at 
this sweet little baby doll, Betty!” 

“ Oh, yes,” cries Betty ecstatically. “ Oh, yes, it’s just like 
Ian, isn’t it? Oh, yes. Ill have that/* 

I enquire how much it costs, and Grace looks at the ticket 
and exclaims in horrified tones, “Hester, it’s sixteen and 
six!” 

I go on choosing rattles and woolly balls. 

“Look!” says Grace. “Here’s a box of bricks and it's 
only two and eleven. Shall I put it aside for one of the six- 
year-oid-boys ? . . . Oh, no, it’s made in Germany 1 Here’s 
a little cart . . , Oh, bother, it’s five and ninepence !” 

“Look at this lovely Teddy Bear !” exclaims Betty. “Look. 
Mummy, can I have this Teddy Bear?” 

“ No, it’s too expensive,” says Grace. 

“ Well, can I have a pedal motor-car?” 

“No,” says Grace firmly. “No, you must choose some- 
thing for other little girls. You remember what I told you, 
don’t you? Choose something that you think a little girl of 
seven would like.” 

Betty looks round and flings herself upon an enormous 
stufied donkey on wheels, “Oh, isn’t he sweet?” she crles» 
“ Oh, she would love this donkey . . . and so would I , . ” 
“It’s too expensive,” says Grace wearily. 

“Weil, what about a train?” enquires Betty. “Look at 
that lovely train in the box with three carriages. Tm sufi 
she’d like that,** 

“It’s for a girl,” says Grace. 

“I know,” agrees Betty. “I know it is, but I’m a girl 
and that’s what I would like . , . or a pistol that fires 
caps.” 

I leave them to fight it out between them and forge 
ahead through my list. I have finished the infants now and 
am looking at picture-books and Teddy Bears for the four- 
year-olds when Grace returns to my side. 

“ I think we should let Betty have that bed,” she whispers. 
I reply firmly that Betty is not to have the bed. She is 
to have something quite cheap— or, at any rate, no dearer 
than any of the other children. Grace says she sees what I 
mean, but she wouldn’t mind making up the rest of the 
money herself. “Betty really wants the bSd,” says Grace 
earnestly. 

I reply more firmly than before that Grace is not to do 
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anything of the sort ... it is very kind of her to thuik of it, 

’^'GraceTighs^and says It’s very difficult indeed. AiJ Um 
really nice toys are so dear. She has chosen prcsenti ior t.ie 
six to ten-year-old boys, but has 

cated for that particular group. What had slit utiu.i uor 
I reply that she had better choose them again. 

Grace says, “Couldn’t you eoonomi.se on the ; 

I reply that it is quite impossible to do so; 1 iciu.Mj U> 
wive the babies cheap celluloid rattles, a.s they are nnsaii.*. 

Grace admits this, and, after a moment’s ihuutait. pro- 
duces another plan. “We don’t need to give Uie Uauu*.s 
anything,” she says delightedly. “They wouldn’t twim. 
would they? I mean Mrs. Mackay’s baby is only tliree 

months old.” , • ,, 

“The mothers would notice,” I reply. ’ Ihe mothers 
would be frightfully insulted.” 

“Mummy!” cries Betty. “I’ve quite decided. I want thl.ii 
uniform for my present. It’s a ticket ccnlector's tuiiP im 
and it’s got a dear little punching machine lor jiuncii.nn 
the tickets. Look at it. Mummy!” 

“Hester,” says Grace. “Hester, d'you tiJink liiii IkKik 
would be suitable for the youngest Craven boys?” 

By four o’clock we are only haii-way through our list, 
and are utterly exahusted. I suggest that we Khouki go 
home to tea and complete the task some other day. Grace 
agrees to this suggestion at once, and says Tuesday aUrr* 
noon would suit her . . . and she thinks we would get on 
quicker without Betty. 


WEDNESDAY, 3ED DECEMBEE 
. • 

It is eleven o’clock on a cold and windy night, and Tim 
and I are about to leave the comfortable warmth m cur 
drawing-room fire and betake ourselves to bed, whm 
suddenly the front-door bell rings ... and rlng.s with a luud 
and imperative pull. The servants have gone to bed long 
ago, so Tim rises and goes away to answer it . , . and, 
shortly after, I hear angry voices in the hall and rush out 
to (hscover what is the matter. 

Tim is talking to a strange man with Air Bald Warden 
equipment, and I gather that the conversation is not pro- 
ceedmg on friendly lines. ^ 

“He says we’re showing a light,” says Tim. “I thought 
you said our black-out was perfect, Hester.” * 

“ ^ conceivable precaution to make our 

satisfacto^ I am somewhat surprised at this 
information, and I explain that our own warden has been 
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round the house several times and could find no chinks 
'.at ■all. ' " .. " 

I don’t know about that,^* says the man. That’s nothing 
to , do with me. There’s been a swap round and I am. your 
warden now. It’s me you’ve got to satisfy, and I^m not 
•■satisfied.” 

' The somev/hat hectoring tone is annoying Tim, and he 
enquires rather crossly what we can do about it at this time 
of night. 

That's your look-out,” replies the man. The black-out 
has to foe complete or else you’ll be fined. You’re a danger 
to the community, that’s what you are.” 

This is such a frightful accusation that I seize Tim’s 
arm, and say that we must do something at once. 

“ Yes, you’d better,” says the man. You’d better come 
out and I’ll show you . . . can’t have lights showing, you 
know.” • 

Tim points out that it is extremely cold and windy, and 
that we are just going to bed, but the man refuses to accept 
this as an excuse and waits impatiently while Tim and I 
put on our coats. 

“ You needn’t come, Hester,” says Tim. There’s no sense 
in both of us getting pneumonia . . but I reply firmly 
that as I am responsible for the black-out I must see where 
it has failed. 

We follow the man round the house to the drawing-room 
window, it is dark and cloudy and we are met by a piercing 
wind which seems to penetrate to our bones. 

“ There I ” says the man, pointing to the drawing-room 
windows. 

'' Where?” enquires Tim. 

(I feel inclined to echo Tim’s question, for I can see no 
light at all.) 

The man replies that there is a chink of light, and that 
if Tim will kneel down on the path and put his face close 
to the glass he will see that a chink of light is showing at 
the left-hand top corner above the curtain. . , . 

‘‘Kneel down on the path?” asks Tim, incredulously. 
“Do you mean to say you’ve brought us out here to show 
us a light — and we’ve got to kneel down on the path to 
see it?” 

“ It’s orders,” replies the man smugly. “ There’s to be no 
lights at all. 

“It’s orders, is it?” enquires Tim in furious tones. “It’s 
orders that you’re to go round Donford and kneel down at 
every window?” 

“ Oh, well . , begins the man, somewhat taken aback. 

“ But it isn’t well/^ cries Tim, more furiously than before. 
“It’s very ill You seem to have constituted yourself 


a sort of „ Gestapo. , you’re exceeding your duties in a ridi- '' 
culouS'.'way.”':'";' 

'"Vlf ,you: toeei'dGW 

: “But I’m not going, to kneel down,” declares Tim. I’ve 
more respect for the knees of my trousers than to kneel down 
,on a soaking wet path. Nothing will induce' me tO". kneel, 
down. The whole thing is absurd, and ridiculous,' '.'Do .yoii' 
realise the reasons for. the black-out? The black-out iS'^ 
mtended to baffle aeroplanes— not worms.” ' 

■ *^We’re,, supposed to— 

'' Yes!” cries Tim. YouTe supposed to use your common 
sense, if you have any to use . . . look at that light over 
there!” he continues, waving his hand towards a square of 
brightly illuminated blind in a house down the road. “Look 
at that window 1 Why don’t you go and get those people out 
of their house? Why don’t you get on to them instead of 
crawling about on m 3 |,path?’' 

The warden straightens himself and looks round. 
‘'Gosh!” he exclaims. "Gosh, that is a light! I’ll need to 
go over at once.” 

"I should think you’d better,” agrees Tim a calmer 
accents. " That light could be seen for miles ... I don’t 
envy you your Job, but you needn’t carry it to extremes. 
We will stick up a bit of black paper tomorrow . . . here, 
have a cigarette ^ 

I cannot help smiling as the cigarette changes hands for 
the incident is so typical of Tim; he is always resentful of 
bluster and bullying, but can never foe angry for long. 

"You like happy endings, don’t you?” I ask, as we grope 
our way back to the house. 

"Happy endings?” says Tim. "Oh, I see what you 
mean . . . Yes, I suppose I do . . . hate falling foul of 
people, really.” 


MONDAY, 9TH DECEMBER 

I am busy ordering food when Annie comes and says 
that I am wanted on the telephone. Pick up the receiver 
expecting to hear Grace’s voice, but find to my surprise that 
it is Richard . . , enquire anxiously where he is and whether 
anything is the matter. Richard says he’s in London, of 
course, and this is a trunk call, and why on earth have I 
oeen so long in coming to speak to him. I apologise humbly 
and explain that I had no idea it was a trunk call but v/as 
under the impression that the call was being made by a 
mend of mine who is getting up a Whist Drive in aid of 
she Donford Spitfire Fund, and has been making my life a 
ourden by ringing me up at inconvenient moments. Richard 
says people ought not to use the telephone for inessentials 
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lie never does— but women seem to make a hobby of tele- 
phoning to their friends. Can’t help feeling that Richard 
has now wasted more time than^I did, but decide not to 
point this out, for it would only lead to an argument and 
waste still more time. I enquire anxiously whether every- 
thing is all right. Richard replies that he does not know 
what I mean. I point out that we have been worrying about 
him and Mary, ‘‘ Oh, you mean about the Blitz ! '' says 
Richard. No need to worry. The old house is still standing. 
Mary is busy with canteens and all that sort of thing.” 

So far Richard has given me no indication as to why he 
has run me up, and I am about to ask him the reason for 
his unwonted extravagance, when he suddenly comes to the 
point. ** We’re going overseas,” says Richard, so that's why 
I'm here . . . Embarkation leave . . 

*‘Oh, Richard!” I gasp. 

Don’t fuss,” says Richard’s voi^e in matter-of-fact 
tones. ‘ ‘There's no need for you to go up in the air. Mary 
is being very sensible about it . . . no, I haven't the slightest 
idea where we're going, except that I've got to get a topee 
with a thingummy round it, so X suppose that means it will 
be hot.” 

“ A puggaree,” I put in. 

Yes,” says Richard, “ but the point is I want to see you 
before I go. That’s why I rang up.” 

I pull myself together, and say that I will consult Tim 
and let Richard know, but Richard saj^s there isn’t time. 
His leave is up on Thursday, so I must make up my mind 
whether I want to see him or not. 

Of course I want to see him. 

“Good,” says Richard. “You can travel south to-night 
and I’ll meet you in the morning. The train will probably 
be hours late, but I can find out — so long, Hester.” 

The line goes dead, and I lay dcwn the receiver, and 
look round the room. I feel as if I had been on a long 
journey. The room looks quite strange to me— strange 
with the peculiar strangeness of a familiar room vioited 
after a long absence. I notice the shabby furniture and 
the large darn in the carpet with reawakened eyes. I say 
aloud. “I am going to London to-night,” and somehow 
or other the sound of my own voice carries conviction 
and I begin to believe it, but there is so much to do 
that I have no time to analyse my feelings ... I am con- 
scious only of a pleasant excitement stirring through my 
blood. 

Tim says that he wishes he could come too, but this week 
is hopeless, because Herbert is on leave. “ I might manage 
the week-end,” says Tim thoughtfully. 

“It would be lovely.” 

“ We ought to go to Winch Hail,” continues Tim. “ Uncle 
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Joe keeps writing and saying he wants to see me on business, 
I don’t know what he m^ns, because the lawy^i' manages 
all his business affairs, but if we’re in the south I think we 
ought to go and see them. We could meet there and spend 
the week-end with them and come home, together.' How 
would that , do?” 

The express train to London stops on request at a small 
wayside station about five miles from Donford. Tim says 
he will take me over to Breck in the car, but we must start 
early because it is so dark. 

It is ve:^ dark indeed, cloudy and wet, the road is narrow 
and winding and our dimmed headlights give us little help. 
To me the drive seems unending and fraught with dire 
possibilities, and I enquire more than once whether Tim can 
see anything at all. 

“You’re practicallj^ blind in the dark,” replies Tim a 
trifie irritably. “ It’s a question of visual purple ... I have 
more of the stuff in my eyes than you have , . . Good Lord, 
what’s that?” 

“It was a cow,” I reply meekly as we shave past the 
obstacle and bump over a stone at the side of the road. 

“A cow!” exclaims Tim, peering ahead and decreasing 
his pace from fifteen miles an hour to ten, “ It couldn’t have 
been a cow. Nobody would leave a cow out on a night like 

this. Cows are kept in byres at night ... in winter . . , 

isn’t there a road block here?” 

A dim red light marks the road block and helps Tim to 
negotiate it successfully, and in another five minutes we 
arrive at Breck in good time for the train, only to learn that 
the express is two hours late. Tim suggests that we go 
home and return two hours later, but the idea does not 
appeal to me at all, for one thing the drive in the dark has 
been sheer torture, aild for another— and this is an even 
more cogent reason— I dislike leaving home even for a few 
days, and am always upset when it comes to the last 
moment. Having keyed myself up and said good-bye to 
Winfield and taken leave of Betty, I shrink from the pros- 
pect of doing it again ... in fact I feel that if I return home 
now I shall be unable to go to London at all. 

I explain this to Tim, but he does not seem to understand, 
“I’d no idea you were so fond of Winfield!” he exclaims in 
surprise. 

“I’m not,” I reply quickly. “I mean it isn’t exactly 
Winfield, it’s HOME , . . it’s wherever we happen to be . , 

“Dash it!” says Tim. “Do you mean to tell me we’ve 
got to sit here for two solid hours? There isn’t even a fire 
in the waiting-room.” 

We stand upon the dark deserted platform arguing the 
point, and the keen wind whistling through the arches 
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argues very forcibly on Tim's sMe/':;!'' am: 
and allow myself to be driven bome, 'wben a man appears 
out of the gloom. He is old and bfent and' is carrying an oil 
lantern, and he reminds me of one of the dwarfs; in Betty's 
beloved Snowwhite. He ■ holds up the lantern and has' .a good 
look at us, and apparently we pass muster for he Invites us 
to come and warm ourselves in the lamp-room. It is a small 
bare cubby hole of a room, and it smellS" very strongly of 
paraffin, but a gorgeous fire is leaping and crackling merrier 
in the ■ big old-fashioned fireplace. The' old man brings a 
chair and wipes it before inviting me to sit down,, and Tim 
lights a cigarette and heaves himself on to the table. 

We are warm and comfortable now and there is no more 
talk of going home. The old man seems pleased to have 
our company. He sits on an oil keg near the fire and con- 
verses with us in an agreeable manner. He is the night- 
watchman, he says, and he is here ev«ry night all by him” 
self and goes home to sleep during the day ... He has been 
in the railway all his life — ^most of the time as a signalman— 
but he retired some years ago and started a small duck 
farm. Now the war has brought him back to the railway and 
he has taken the place of his nephew who has been called 
up for military service, I suggest that it must be a lonely 
sort of life, but he replies that he likes it fine, and he often 
has company— -interesting folk— to share his hours of vigil. 
His accent is so broad that sometimes it is difficult to xmder- 
stand what he says, and we are obliged to ask him to repeat 
himself. 

** There's Poles comes here whiles,” says Cameron— for 
such is his name — ^“They fair mak' me hairt-sick for they 
canna make oot a wurrd I’m saying, nor me them . , . nice 
enough fellers they are, the maist o’ them. There was yin 
the ither nicht, he was an officer like yersel' and no unlike 
ye eether, and he sat on yon table the way yelre sitting the 
noo. He says tae me, * You talk slow and simple me under- 
stand.' Sae then I talked slow and simple d’ye see — the way 
ye'd speak tae a bairn — and we got on fine. He'd been 
through a wheen o’ adventures, yon feller. It was like a 
story-buik, no less. He says tae me, ‘ I speak English good, 
yes?' Sae I nodded and said he was daeing fine, and he wav'? 
too, and then he says, * But I want learn Scotch now.’ .... 
Aye, they’re grand chaps, yon Poles !” 

** Yes,” agrees Tim, “ and they're pretty hefty fellows too, 
most of them. Strong, upstanding fellows, they are.” 

That's so,” nods Cameron. “ Tough's no the wurrd for 
them , . . it'll be a bad day for any Jerry that comes their 
gate. They're wanting a bit o* their ain back, and it's tae 
be hoped they'll get it.” 

Just then the telephone bell rings and Cameron goes 
away to answer it. He returns almost immediately and says 
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la a matter I’ii need tae dowse 

..the liclits ” - . \ ^ 

The lights in the station are oil Tamps, so it takes him a 
Tittle 'While to' hobble' round and dowse” them. 

Tim goes out to see if he can hear a plane, but there is 
nothing to be heard. It is very dark and very still, but 
every now and, then a goods train chugs through the little 
station, clanking 'and rattling,' or a passenger train goes 
past with a terrifying roar. . . . The old man explains 
that the trains do not slow down for a '"purple” warning 
Which means that there are enemy planes in the vicinity) 
so my train will be here in another twenty minutes. 

Tim asks whether he gets many warnings, and he replies, 
'' Oeh aye, but they seldom come tae much . . . there wus 
aiie nicht,” he continues, tapping out his pipe at the fire and 
smiling thoughtfully. " Maybe yell mind the nicht the 
bombs fell at Donford? . . . Aye, I wus here maseP as usual, 
and I haird the bombs bursting — a fine noise they made — 
sae I took ma lantern and away I went along the line. I 
TOs feart the line micht be damaged, d'ye see. Td no gane 
that far when I haird the engines o’ a plane . . . and it 
wusna’ ane o' oor planes, fur it was a deeferent soond 
altogether . . . and then I saw the Jerry coming towards 
ni8 ower the trees. It wus braw moonlicht, d'ye see. He wus 
That lov/ doon he looked the size o’ a hoose. Weel, I dowsed 
ma lantern, and I crooched doon, for I wusna’ wantin’ him 
tae see me . . . on he came, diving low, and his engines lust 
roaring . . . the noise fair lifted the bunnet aff yer held * . 

He pauses, and is obviously relieving the terrifying experi- 
ence. ..." Aye,” he says, " I thocht I wus for it that time, he 
came ower me and he wus that low . . . and he wus that big. 
If I'd had a rifle I could ha’ got him as easy as easy. My, I 
wus wildl I wus wilder the next morning though, for when 
I got hame I foond he'd dropped ane o' his bombs in the 
Mrrn at the back o’ ower hoose— it's the burrn where I 
keep ma ducks, d'ye see— ‘and fewer o' ma best burrds wus 
cieid. There wasna* a mairk on them, but they wus deid 
nane the less. ■ . . . 

We are still sympathising with the old man when another 
train is heard. He rises and says, " That's herr . . . and well 
need to look nippy for she doesna’ wait ower lang.” 

As we follow him out of the warm room on to the pitch 
dark platform Tim hugs me suddenly and hercely, " Oh, 
Hester!” he exclaims. "I wish you weren’t going ... or 
that I was coming. For God’s sake take care of yourself!” 

My heart sinks into my shoes, and I decide that I can’t go. 
Tcan't possibly leave Tim . * .not now . . . not if he feels 
llletthat,, Try ■ to explain this to Tim, but- find that I cannot 
speak ... am bundled into' the 'train by Tim and Cameron 
Aiid.d'espatched to London willy nilly. 
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TUESDAY, lOTH DECEMBER , \ ' . : 

■ London surprises me, not, because it is 'different from 
'nstial, but because it is so .mucb the same. Richard meets 
me at the station and drives me through the familiar streets 
in, his car. It is eleven -o’clock in the, morning; the sun is, 
shining brightly .in a cloudless sky and people are walking 
about, doing their shopping. . . ' 

** Empty, isn't it?" remarks Richard. 

I agree ' a trifle doubtfully; the traffic is certainly less 
than usual, but ‘^empty” is not the word I should have 
chosen to describe the streets. To a country cousin like 
myself London seems thronged, and the noise and move- 
ment is bewildering. The route to Wintringham Square is 
well known to me, and I point out to Richard that he is 
making a detour. Richard replies that there is a time- 
bomb in the vicinity and Pulton Street is closed to traffic. 
Sometimes they remove the bombs and sometimes they 
cover them up and leave them to explode — all depends. 

I murmur, ‘'How awfull" 

“ Yes," agrees Richard, but as a matter of fact they 
don’t do a great deal of harm. They’re more of a nuisance 
really." 

The old house looks exactly the same — except for the 
windows which, like those of its neighbours, are covered 
with close white netting— Richard and I were born and 
brought up in this house, and it retains my affection and 
respect. Although it is one of sixty houses, all exactly rhe 
same, number thirty-two has a certain character of its own 
and a very real dignity. Built in Victorian times— in days 
of peace and plenty— it has now found itself in the middle 
of a war and remains solid, and unn^oved by war alarms. I 
am still looking at the old house and musing over the past, 

: I when we draw up at the door and Mary runs out into the 

|] street to welcome me. 

| i Mary is a nice creature and a very satisfactory sister-iii- 

I i law. She is a sensible, practical-minded person, cheerful and 

r amiable and extremely good-looking. She was quite beautiful 

* as a young girl, and it was her beauty that attracted Richard, 

and I have always thought it a very fortunate accident that 
she is exactly suited to Richard in temperament. 

As I follow Mary upstairs an air-raid siren sounds and 
I notice, to my surprise, that it is the “All Clear" signal 
When I point this out to my hostess, she replies that nobody 
takes much notice of the siren now, and that for her part 
she never knows whether there is a warning in progress or 
not. This seems strange to me, but I make no comment 
upon it, for I have already decided that while I am in 
London I shall do as Londoners do. Mary apologies for 
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giving me a room on tlie "second floor, sbe wanted to give 
me the best spare room, but it is full of Richard's kit, 

: ■ Hester will feel mucrf more at home in her' own room/ 
says Richard 'firmly, and she won't be sleeping' here any- 
how, so what does it matter ?” 

I find this remark somewhat '.difficult to, understand, but 
■ I'assure'my host and hostess .that I would much rather have 
my old room,, and, when they have gone and left me to 
settle in, I find my statement is even more true than I had 
thought. There is something very appealing about a room 
which one occupied as a child ; it, brings back one's child- 
hood more vividly than anything else I know. 

Mary has not changed this room at all, for the house is 
large and they have no children. The furniture, the 
pictures, the carpet, are those I remember so well. 

I am supposed to be resting after my journey, but I do 
not want to rest, I want to renew my acquaintance with old 
friends. First I examine the light maple suite and I discover 
the dent in the wardrobe which was caused by my eSorts 
to improve my service at tennis. The dent is not large and 
not noticeable to a casual observer, but I can feel it with my 
fingers... it will still be there when the girl v/ho made it 
Is dead and gone ! The stain on the carpet seems to have 
vanished. . . but no, the carpet has been turned so the 
stain is in the other corner of the room. It was made when 
I upset a bottle of nail varnish and all my efforts to remove 
the mark were without success. The carpet was new in 
those days and now it is old, but the stain remains (it 
resembled the map of Australia and still does so) and it 
gives me a strong link with that other Hester who inhabited 
the room. 

The long mirror reflects me again as it reflected me in 
my most intimate moments ... as it reflected me ready for 
school in a navy blue^coat and skirt and a black felt hat. I 
can see the school-girl now . . . she gives herself a cursory 
glance in the mirror, tugs at the front of her coat — ^which 
seems a trifle short for her — and runs downstairs. The girl 
grew up and the mirror saw her dressing for her first dance 
—it was a thin girl with large frightened eyes arrayed in a 
white lacy frock; it saw her practising her curtsy for her 
presentation; it saw her in white satin and orange blossom. 
The dressing-table mirror is spotted with damp, and I am 
not sorry to see its degeneration, for it was never a kindly 
friend. It was like the friend who is in the habit of saying, 
feel it is my duty to tell you . . . ” and it did its duty 
well. It was always candid about spots or blemishes or 
untidy hair. I glance into it as I pass to the window and 
find that its nature is not ameliorated by the passing years. 
... I have been travelling ail night, but the mirror refuses 
to make ::any allowances for me ! 
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Tlie bars are still at the window,, for" this' was 'nursery" 
—Richard’s and mine— before I' W|S' promoted to a 'bedroom 
of my own. The bars take me'.oack even further,, and. I 
remember a terrible day when Eichard wanted to see a Punch 
and Judy show which was giving a performance in the 
street below. He put his head between the bars .and, was, 
trapped there, howling and kicking his legs wildly in 'the air. 
It was not until Father was fetched that anything could be 
done to release Richard— but Father did it easily. I can 
see him now taking Richard’s head in his hands and turning 
it sideways and withdrawing it from between the bars . . . 

There,” said Father, in his quiet voice, ‘‘You would have 
had no difficulty in doing it yourself if you hadn’t been 
frightened. Never lose your wits in an emergency, Richard, 
or you may lose your head, too.” Good advice! Does 
Eichard remember it still? 

The view from the window is v^y familiar, and by 
pressing my forehead against the pane I can see the trees in 
the square, their branches swaying with the wind. I can see 
over the roof-tops to the spire which still dominates the 
surrounding houses. High in the air hang the barrage 
balloons— strange modern monsters. 

During my inspection of the room I have discovered that 
my bed has not been made, it has no sheets nor blankets nor 
pillows, and I am surprised at the delinquency on the part 
of Mary’s staS, The housemaid appears with a can of hot 
water in her hand and in answer to a somewhat diffident 
enquiry on the subject she exclaims, “ Oh, but you won’t be 
sleeping ’ere, ma’am! You*d never get a wink with all the 
planes and sirenes and the guns. Mrs. Fanshaw gave orders 
for your bed to be made in the lib’ry . . . none of us sleep 
up ’ere.” 

I endeavour to show no surprise at^ this information, but 
cannot stffie a slight feeling of alarm, for now it is indubit- 
able that I have arrived at the theatre of war, 

Mary and I spend the afternoon knitting and chatting 
and picking up the loose threads of our friendship. She is 
having a holiday from her canteen work on account of 
Richard’s leave, and I gather from what she says that she 
needed a holiday pretty badly, and that her post at the 
canteen is by no means a sinecure. Sometimes she is on duty 
ail night and returns home to sleep in the day time, “ but I 
like the work,” says Mary thoughtfully; “it’s useful work 
and I am the right person to do it.” 

“What does Richard think?” 

“He wants me to go to. . my ' people---4hey:^':M^ 
Taunton now— but I simply couldn’t go down there and 
vegetate, I should go mad. If I had children, of course ” 
says Mary, with rather a sad little smile. “ If I had children 
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would be different. I should take them away to the safest 
place I could find and keep them; there. It^s dreadful to see 
the little . children In the*,tube ' stations!” . 

« Tell me ..about .your work ” I urge her. ■ , ^ 

“ It*s a mobile canteen,” she replies. A sort of glorified 
coffee-stall; we .go wherever the bombs have fallen and give 
the people hot,' meals.”' , 

Is it true that everyone is very brave?” 

Mary smiles, No, .not everyone” she replies. ‘‘'Some 
people are very brave,, and some aren’t; but on the whole 
they’re wonderful. A woman came up to the canteen the 
other day with her face all cut with glass. She said, * Hitler 
has .smashed my house, so now I’m going to make munitions 
to smash , /izm I ’—that’s the sort of spirit they show. Then 
there was another woman; she said, * We were so happy in 
our little house and now it’s goner It had gone. It was 
one of a little, row of'tiouses and the others were untouched, 
but these people’s houses had simply vanished— -it was like 
a gap in a row of teeth.” 

Poor souls 

*'^Yes,” agrees Mary, ‘‘but there are worse things than 
losing your house — she had her husband safe. You know, 
Hester, I think we could learn a lot if we took it in the 
right way. One thing we could learn is to put first things 
first — to see life in proper proportion. Borne of us love 
things — ^I mean possessions like furniture and houses — and 
some of us love people too much” 

‘'But we are told to love each otherl” I exclaim. 

“ Yes, but not first ” says Mary thoughtfully. 

I am turning the heel of my sock, so there is silence for 
a few minutes, and when we begin to talk again the con- 
versation is in a lighter vein. I hear about Bryan’s visit to 
Wintringham Square,, and Mary has some amusing tales to 
tell of Ms sayings and doings while in the Metropolis. Mary 
is not only very fond of Bryan, but also very proud of him; 
she assures me that he is very clever — a fact which I have 
suspected at times, but which, unfortunately, is not borne 
out by his school reports. 

‘‘Oh, school reports!” cries Mary scornfully, “I don’t 
mean that sort of cleverness. Most of the greatest men in 
the world were dunces at school. Bryan’s kind of cleverness 
is much more important. He is clever with people— you 
should have seen how he managed Richard— Bryan has wit 
and humour and the knack of expressing himself . , 

The experience of listening to someone else waxing 
lyrical over the good qualities of my offspring is unprece- 
dented, and I cannot help thinking that Mary is an exceed- 
ingly, perspicacious woman, and that her conversation is 
intensely interesting . , . but fortunately I am able to smile 
at myself. 
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At tea time Richard returns;^ he : is worried 
business affairs, and declares in a^ gloomy manner that the 
office will go to pot while he' is afway. He has been trying 
to fix things up, but has not been able to complete the job 
and will be obliged to visit ■ the City again to-morrow 
morning. 

Spend the evening helping Richard to pack and suggesting 
various comforts which he may find useful in the tropics, 
and while we are so engaged the, telephone bell rings and I 
discover that it is 'Tim. 

**How are you?*’ enquires Tim’s voice. What sort of 
journey did you have? There was a raid in the Midlands 
and I couldn’t sleep a wink for thinking about you.” 

I assure Tim that I got on splendidly and that there is 
no need to worry about me and, while I do so, I cannot help 
smiling, for Tim is always so scornful when I worry about 
safety, and now he is worrying ab«it mine with far less 
cause 

“When are you going to Winch Hall?” he enquires. 
“ You had better go on Thursday. I don’t like you being in 
London at all, I shall arrive at Winch Hall on Friday morn- 
ing. but you had better go down on Thursday'^ 

This sudden change of plan is somewhat inconvenient, 
for I had intended to visit the hairdresser on Thursday after- 
noon. I review my arrangements hastily and try to make 
up my mind whether it is more important to have niy hair 
done, or to fulfil my marriage vows. Tim, who is still at 
the other end of the line (and how strange it is to think 
of him standing in the hall at Winfield with his head a 
little on one side and the receiver glued to his ear) says, 
“Hester, you must go on Thursday ... I suppose you had 
arranged to have your hair waved or something ... but, 
if so, you must put it off,” and I am s^o flabbergasted by his 
prescience that I meekly agree to do so. 

“That’s right,” says Tim. “That’s splendid . . yes, we’re 
all right here. Pinkie has come back, and she’ll look after 
things while we are away ... yes, she’s quite cheerful . . . 
yes, she seems very happy . . . yes, Betty is perfectly well . . 

After some more conversation with my host and hostess 
I retire to my bed— which has suddenly and mysteriously 
appeared in the library— and go off to sleep at once. 


WEDNESDAY, IITH DECEMBER 

Am greeted at breakfast by anxious enquiries as to what 
sort of a night I have had, and reply that, although I was 
wakened several times by sirens and gunfire and other 
“ noises off ” I managed to obtain a reasonable amount of 
sleep. 
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savs “You’d soon get used to it. I never hear 
anSnff now thank goodness,” and having thus f Passed . 
wJo-rati^iide to Providence he goes on to enquire what Mary 
St SSs^lo dSh ^rselles this morning and wh^her 
tSaS S Mm at Weston’s for a slap-up luncih. Mwy 
renlies that this will suit us admirably, and “f 

tMt Weston’s is the last word-lovely tfSe 

! 3 Tiri nmiisins: Deople to see— and that it has taKen tne 
left vaca,nt by various Italian Restaurants which have had 

D°on’t b? M^i^’^^says Richard as we bid him good-bye. 
Mar? and I have I prowl round the shops which are as 
faStS as ever. I buy a 

aware that this is what she ^ants-^d Mary buys a p^ 
wool-lined boots. As we pass through the millineiy aepari 
mmt 1 am t^empted to buy a hat— Mary assures me that it is 
not really extravagant, as a riew haU® as |ood as a ^mc, and 
this particular confection suits m^e admirably and makes me 
look about five years younger. I ° ’ “ ^ 

conscience tortures me for about ^^alf an houi. x ^ 

Ac; wp* leave the large store and walk through tne streets 
Mary points out several places which have been bomhe^ 
but they have been cleared and partially 
is little^damage to be seen. We pass 
shop and stop to read a large notice in the window, it 

announces: 

fNT T'RTT' OF AIR RAIDS THESE PREMISES 

remain open in the event op a direct hit these 
?S lSES will close immediately 

1 am so delighted with this that I decide to buy a cigarette 
light® for Richard here (Mary says that he does not possess 
me and it will be a'useful present to give him) so we go 
CTiairiff and spend some time selecting one which will please 

^^hile we are in the shop we hear the noise of pn&e, 
and two shattering thumps which seem 
Several people come in from the street „ 

<?nmpwhat nale and breathless— declares that one came 
nn the next block’^ Two fire engines rush madly down 
Mfe? iSl mK, iTnllt. and'the tear ot a.r^e. 
is simnlv terrific. I look at my companions and wonder 
whether they are as frightened as I arn. 

of alarm, blit then (I hope) ,^l-\^^^Ssts 

who is a dear old gentleman with snowy wMte 

that we should- all come mto Ms ^^^k room as it is safer 

there, so we foftow him through a door ^nd find ourselrcs 

L a snug little parlour. The waUs are Imed with 

&e shelves are stocked with packets of cigarettes, but there 
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are two easy chairs in front. of a pleasant fire. .Our host stirs" 
up the fire and asks us to be seated^ By this time the company 
has been augmented by a taxi driver, a young man in Air 
Force pilot's uniform and an errand boy with a basket. 
There is also, a , fat woman, who seems to have risen out of 
the ground. In spite , of the noise, which continues as 
violently as , ever, our companions seem anxious to. converse. 

The taxi-driver , remarks that there^s a crater down the 
street Mg enough to hold a bus. 

*'The wickedness of it!” exclaims the fat woman, rolling 
her eyes. ‘'If I could get 'old of Itler there wouldn't be 
much left to bury.” 

The pale woman (who looks like a music teacher, though 
I really don't know why) replies with spirit, “ Berlin's worse 
—that's the main thing. It's easy to bear if you know 
they're getting it too.” 

Everyone looks at the Air Force Pilot, but he does not 
take the hint, and it is left for the errand boy to address him 
directly. “ Could I get into the Air Force, Sir?” enquires the 
boy in an unnaturally grufi voice. 

The Pilot does not smile, he replies quite kindly, ‘‘Yes, 
we'll be glad to have you when you're a bit older.” 

“ I'm eighteen,” declares the boy, sticking out his chest 
. . . but unfortunately his voice goes back on him aiid the 
statement ends in a squeak. 

“You've got to show your birth certificate,” says the 
Pilot promptly. 

“ Never mind,” says the taxi-driver. “ You'll be 'ere when 
v/e’ve gorn west . . . that is, if a bomb don't get yer.” 

He has scarcely spoken when there is an appalling crash, 
the house rocks upon its foundations and all the ornaments 
leap ofi the mantlepiece and strew themselves over the fioor 
. . . several people scream, and I cannot tell whether I am 
one of them . . . I am absolutely dazed for a moment and. 
when I recover, I am quite surprised to discover that I am 
whole. Nobody is hurt though everyone is pretty shaken. 
The Air Force Pilot is heard to remark that it's a bit thick 
and he prefers the air any day of the week. . . . 

The gunfire has slackened now and the noise of the planes 
diminished; everyone is preparing to depart on their 
business when it is discovered that the door has jammed, 
and at this- the music teacher, who has been extremely 
courageous, begins to laugh hysterically— “ We can't get out 
—we can't get out— we can't get out”— she exclaims. 

Mary seems to be familiar with these symptoms of sti’ain 
and taking her firmly by the shoulders, gives her a little 
shake. Meanwhile the combined efforts of ^ our male com- 
panions have enabled them to burst open the door, and we 
are at liberty to depart. 

■ ■-■''The 'front shop presents a- scene of desolation impossible 
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to describe; tlie windows are iii fragments ■ and packets of 
cigarettes are strewn all over the floor* The proprietor 
surveys the . debris with a grim expression, but' has '. very little 
to say. ' Mary and' I are the last to, leave the shop, we shake; 
him by the hand and thank him for his hospitality—and' I 
feel so sorry for him that I slip a pound note into 'Ms pocket 
when he isn’t 'looking~it is not much, but it is all that I 
.can spare. ■ 

We step over the rubble which blocks the door of the shop 
and find the, taxi-driven- waiting' for us outside. He touches ■ 
Ms cap and grins and enquires whether we would like him 
to drive us home, and adds that his taxi is round the corner 
and hasn’t been touched. This reminds us that Richard will 
be waiting for us, and after a short consultation we decide 
to drive to Weston’s. Personally I am thankful to climb 
into the taxi and sit down for my knees feel as if they were 
made of cotton wool and my heart is still beating irregularly 
. , . am quite glad to see that Mary is pale, as I should not 
like to think that I am less brave than she is. 

W’e look at each other and smile. Mary says, “ We ought 
to powder our noses, but I can’t be bothered,” and I reply 
that what I need is a bath. 

Richard is waiting for us in the doorway, he rushes down 
the steps and opens the taxi door, and enquires whether we 
are aware that he has been waiting for three-quarters of an 
hour, and has nearly lost his reason with anxiety on our 
behalf, whereupon the taxi-driver turns round in his seat 
and says, “if these two ladies belong to you, I can tell you 
they’re made of the right stufl.” 

Richard seems to understand, he replies that he knew that 
before. He gives the driver a ten shilling note and, taking 
Mary and me firmly by our arms, he leads us into the 
restaurant. Mary says that we want to wash, but Richard 
refuses to allow us to ''do so. . . . “No,” says Richard, “Fm 
not going to let you out of my sight again, so you’ll Just 
have to remain dirty.” 

We sit down at a corner table and Richard orders cock- 
tails — I murmur feebly that a cocktail is just what I need, 
but I don’t want much to eat. Richard replies that he is 
about to order an enormous meal, and that Mary and X 
have got to eat it, we can tell him what happened when 
the meal is safely inside us. 

“Nothing happened, really,” says Mary. ** Nothing 
serious, I mean. We took shelter in a tobacconist’s, and when 
we pame out there was a crater in the street.” 

Richard says, “ That’s quite enough— -I wish to goodness 
you would go a^ay to some safe place and stay there.” 

* When I have had my cocktail and .-drunk a plate of very 
not soup, I begin to feel more like myself and become some- 
what self-conscious about my appearance— Mary’s hat has a 
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rakish air, and there is a large streak of dirt across her 
cheek, and I feel sure that I- am even less presentable than 
she Is catch sight of myself tn a long mirror and my 
worst fears are, confirmed, . , 

Several letters are .waiting for me on the hall table at' 
Wintringham Square. I seize upon them eagerly and turn 
them over and gloat upon them as a miser gloats upon his 
gold, for, although I have only been away from home for 
fcwo days, I am longing to return. There is a letter from 
Betty in the little pile, and I open that first, for Betty^s 
letters, though less newsy than Bryan’s are always a joy, 

“Dear Mummy,— We met the twins and they new me. 
She let me wheal the pram. She sed will you come to tea 
becos Mummies away so you must be dull so I sed yes. She 
sed will Daddy come two so I arskt him and he sed not if 
I no it. I plade with Artha in the bern and he fell in. He 
shoodent have sed I pusht him becos it was an axident. 
Pinky ses thats a sneek annyhaw and noboddy likes them. 
Pinky has a dimond ring. Gurthy gave it to her. It issent 
her burthlay its becos they are going to be married. She 
told me so its troo. Pinkie ses I mussent arsk you what 
your going to by me in London. I was wundring if your 
going to by a bed for Rose but Pinky ses wate and see. It 
will be nice when your home agen. 

Your loving dorter, 

ELIZABETH CHRISTIE.^* 

Miss Clark ses thats the rite way to end a letter so I did." 

Grace’s letter comes next. 

“Hester darling, when are you coming home? This 
place is a wilderness without you and*there isn’t a creature 
who can understand the simplest joke. First of all, my dear, 
I must tell you, the Ledgard-Browne Winters engagement is 
definitely o#. Thank heaven we aren’t going to have that 
awful iDoman in the Regiment. I can’t think what T.L. saw 
in her. She came to .tea with me yesterday and behaved in the 
most extraordinary way — stalked in like a tragic muse and 
said that ‘ all was over ’ between her and ‘ Captain Ledgard/ 
and that she had made a great mistake about him. Then she 
went on to say that it was not. T. L. whom she knew and 
loved in the Days of the Great Pyramid. T. L. is a new soul, 
and she has nothing in common with him. When I suggested 
that she might have discovered this sooner, she replied tliat 
the whole affair was my faultlll Naturally I was annoyed, 
and asked her what on earth she meant* whereupon she 
replied that I had presented T. L. to her notice in a false 
light— I ask you!!! Fortunately Tom is taking it very well. 
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and in fact if he were not so iwfenseli/ stwpid one might 
almost suspect that he had engineered %h.e break with 
Ermyntrude. Jack says that Tom goes about the mess telling 
everyone that he is a new soul, and standing drinks all 
round. Betty is coming to tea to-day. I asked Tim also, 
as I thought he might be feeling a little dull, but apparently 
he is too busy. I suppose it is quite impossible to buy silk 
stockings in London. If you happen to see any (my size 
is 9} you might get them for me, and I will pay you when 
you come home. I went to the Comforts Depot this morn- 
ing. Mamie and Stella were squabbling as usual. I must 
stop now as there is no more news. 

Much love, 

Yours, 

GRACE.” 


Mrs. Loudon writes;— 

“ My Dear Hester,— I would have written you before, but 
have been too much taken up with the engaged couple. 
Guthrie has now gone to sea and Pinkie back to Donford, 
Guthrie behaved like a lunatic while he was here, the two 
of them might have been ten years old for all the sense 
they had. However we were all young once. Pinkie is just 
the girl for him. I said it before and I see no reason to 
change my mind. She is thoroughly sound and sensible at 
heart for all her daft carryings on. The only fault I have 
to find with the creature is that she is a great deal too good 
looking, but she cannot help that. She is devoted to you, 
but I dare say you knew that already. It shows her sense. X 
am worried about Millie Falconer. I have written her twice 
and told her to shut up her hat and come to Avieiochan, but 
I can get no sense out of her. If you have the time you 
might go and see her and tell her she is to come away; it is 
quite unsuitable for a woman of her age to remain in London 
by herself. 

Your ahectionate old friend, 

ELSPETH LOUDON.” 

P.S. — ^klaybe you will think I sound a bit half-hearted 
about Guthrie’s girl. It is not my way t© go into raptures, 
but I am fully aware that I am a lucky woman.” 

As this is Richard’s last night before sailing to an un- 
known destination I feel that it will be kind to leave him 
alone with Mary ; so, after supper, I announce my intention 
of visiting a friend. 

Rf^hard asks, “ Who is he and where does he live ?” and 
I answer that the friend is of the female sex and inhabits a 
small fiat in Queen's Gate. Richard then enquires whether 
she is young and attractive, to which I reply that on the 
contrary she is old and somewhat foolish. Richard says he 
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inPQ Tint know whv I am so secretive about my affairs. Any 
nformatS lbout them has to be dragged ouV of me by 
Sd Sses but of course if I pr<?fer to spend the evening 
Sh a siUy old woman rather than remain here with him 
and Mary.'l am at liberty to do so. - _ _ ; 

Mqrv savs “Richard I” in a horrified tone, but I know 
tffo’well and am too fond of him to be annoyeo 
S these unreasonable r^roaches. He is tired and worried 

and the prospect of leaving his tberemre 

Serhaos for years-has upset his equilibrium. .1 theiffore 
?pnlv nuite mildly that Mrs. Falconer is a cousin of my ol^- 
llnd?Vs. LoOdon, and that I met her f . ^vielochm wh^ 
Rpttv and I were there for a holiday, and I add that 
ESrhas aS me to visit Mrs. Falconer and to persuade 
her (if I can) to shut up her flat and go north. 

TSichard looks somewhat ashamed of Inmself and _ says 
that he will walk along to Queen’s G^e wth me md ka^ 
me at the door, because the streets are as black as Old Sam. 

I find Mrs. Falconer sitting over a e®nds^o^ 

flat is iust as I had expected— full of odds and ends o- 
fumitoe and liberally sprinkled with china ornaments and 
knick-knacks of all descriptions. 

Somewhat to my surprise Mrs. Falconer toows 

SS‘icT SI S 9 

pfi’iid not come, though you cannot get cream cakes any 
wifirA crumnets cio not taste the same with margarme. 
?was“ p?aS th2re”wasn’t it?” enquires Mrs. Falconer 
ulual vague manner, “ and. nobody couM have 



p i'ET' X V; : : -- *'' 

Mama always used to say that tftaf was one of the advan- 
tages of having the effect of making 

“1' tel“?r“Sia ™o“y M«flW « “»" * *■“ 

gone to Egypt. _ •c.aipnripr “I wonder if he has seen 
SopSwpfnSfL.^ then a„a the gj 

always so illummatmo^ wa^ y 

Falconer reminiscently, “that was *?. told ns 

Ss“ at wivr tsss^'is bSi°£ %tij 

siiblects He had a large coloured map hanging V 

drawins-room wall and moved the pins every day after he 
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■?agueiy. ■ ^ Eispeth wrote. I cannot' remember wlaere I ptit' 
the . letter. She seems very much pleased with that , girl— I 
mean Guthrie's fiancee — ^but perhaps you did not taow that 
Guthrie Is engaged again . . . ciuite good family, I believe, 
and nice looking into the bargain. Elspeth seems to think 
that Guthrie is going to marry her, but I think they should 
wait for a little in case he changes his mind again . , , these 
war weddings— are you enjoying your visit to London?'* 

There is some connection here, but none that I can find, 
and the question itself is so odd and unexpected that I find 
some difficulty in answering it. Am I enjoying my visit to 
London? Yes, in some ways I am. I am enjoying the feeling 
that I am in the thick of things. I am enjoying the feeling 
of kinship which unites the whole population of London 
into one vast family so that the Queen, and the flower 
woman at the corner are both my sisters. It is an uplifting 
feeling, and a strong aid to coura^, and in it lies the 
explanation of many a brave deed. Having come to this 
conclusion I am able to reply quite truthfully that I am 
enjoying my visit to London very much. 

Strange to say, Mrs. Falconer has waited for my answer, 
and now she comments upon it quite sensibly. “Yes, dear, 
I am so glad," she says. “ There is something about London, 
isn't there? It is very kind of Elspeth to invite me to go 
to Avielochan and stay with her, but I do not feel that I can 
leave here at present." 

“ I think you should," I murmur. 

“No," says Mi's. Falconer, “no, in thnes like these it is 
better to be in one's own home with all one's own com- 
forts . . . not that Elspeth's house is uncomfortable of 
^urse . . . but still . . . and another thing to be considered 
is what would happen if a bomb fell through my roof and 
I were not here to see to it?" « 

“ But what could you do?” I ask. 

“I have a thing v/ith a long handle," replies Mrs. 
Falconer promptly, “and the lady next door has a stirrup 
pump . . .we have filled a pail with sand and put it upon 
the landing. Perhaps you saw it when you rang the bell." 

I decide to try again. “ It would be wiser . . I begin. 

“ No," says Mrs. Falconer firmly, and with a total absence 
of her usual muddled vagueness, “ no, dear, it is better to 
remain at home. London is my home. It has been my 
home for many years, and I should not care to leave it 
now ... I believe you understand," adds Mrs. Falconer, with 
a sudden knowing smile. “I believe you understand*^ my 
feelings, so perhaps you will be good enough to explain 
them to Elspeth. I find it extremely dSfiacuit to explain 
things to Elspeth . . she has such strong prejudices." 
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THURSDAY, 12TH DEOEl^EB 

I arrive at Winch HaU at tea-time which is. I ^ink the 
riaht hour for a guest to arrive on a visit . . . 

nrTTr. fnr thp euest but for the hostess. At tea-time, 

the day’s activities are’ over, and the hostess is ready to 
pnTivprsation and there is an intimate quality about tea-t-me 
Xl^mSs the guit feel at home. Uncle Joe and Aunt 
Po«v bit kind of host and hostess (they do not fuss 

olr oM but stoX accept one into their household as an 
aetiv^menSer) mid Winch HaU is a lovely Place to stay_ 

I ha¥e staved here before, of course, but not very often, for 
Tto and I havrmoved about so much that we have not haa 

”^^e *tole°is'^not ^ery large, it is 

has not been altered since early ^\er for 

very comfortable, of course, but that does 
Uncle Joe and Aunt Posy use the mornmg-room ^ 

and the moming^room is the cosiest room imagn^bl©-' 

Brown is the predominant colour 

Hrnwn thp heaW curtains are brown and blue, tne aeep 
Shl^^tos sffiikrhorse chestnuts. The bow vtodow 
has a wide window seat upon which one 
down the sloping garden and over the wide fields and 
T^e are books^ on the shelves and magazmes on the side 
table and baskets for the spaniels, in which they are supposed 
to lie, but never do, preferring the Ijf 
can be near the feet of their gods and the warmth of their 
god’s fire. It is a peaceful room, a friendly room. You 
not imagine loud harSh voices here, nor ugly scenes. I feel 
this more strongly than ever this cold frosty evening when 
i ariS^e lnd ^ welcomed to the fire which blazes merrUy 
to the wide old-fashioned grate. Uncle Joe insists tfiat 1 
shall sit to his chair because it is warmer there . . . Aunt 
Posy’s pCp Lnds busy themselves wth the tea equipage 
■which stands on a round gate-legged table before the fire. 
There is much to talk about, for they want to knw all my 
news, and they want to see the latest photographs of the 
children and they want to hear details of Tims adventui'es 
to PrSe Uncle Joe is particularly interested in the detaim 
of the retreat, for he is an old Soldier and a distmguished 
onef^ost of his service was done abroad — ^he was attuned 
to the Egyptian Defence Force, and was afterwards in India 

^he looks like tKfe peppery old Colonel beloved of Punch, but 

his heart is of gold. Aunt Posy was with him m Indl^tor 
he never married — she followed the drum for yems and now 
she is settled with him at Winch HaU running the house in 
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a capable manner. Although he is slight and quick and. 
somewhat excitable and she is plump and placid, there is a 
strong family resembiance between the brother and ' sister., 

I am still trying to satisfy Uncle Joe and to answer Ills 
searching questions anent the Retreat to Dunkirk when an 
Air Raid signal breaks the peace. While I was in London I 
became quite hardened to the eerie sound and learned to 
take no notice of its import, but It seems different here; I 
look enquiringly at- my host and hostess to see how they 
are reacting. 

Uncle Joe smiles and says, “ WeVe got an excellent shelter 
in the wine cellar We used to go down whenever the siren 
sounded, but we got a bit tired of it.” 

‘'Perhaps Hester would like to go down,” puts in Aunt 
Posy, looking at me anxiously, 

I reply that I am perfectly happy where I am, but merely 
wished to know the local rules. * 

Uncle Joe laughs. ‘'That's the spirit !” he declares. ” As a 
matter of fact planes pass over constantly on their way to 
London, but they are making for more important objectives 
than Cobstead. If you happen to see a plane when you're 
out it's a different matter, of course. You should make for 
the nearest ditch.” 

Aunt Posy lifts her head from her embroidery for a 
moment and says, “ And if there isn't a ditch you must lie 
down perfectly fiat , . . not in the road, of course, but in 
a field. There is usually a gate.” 

“ Is it necessary ?” I enquire, for somehow or other I 
cannot imagine myself taking cover in this manner. 

"Necessary !” echoes Uncle Joe. "It may be necessary or 
it may not, but it's better to be on the safe side. They've 
been known to machine-gun people on the roads.” 

"You must always do it, dear,i? declares Aunt Posy 
firmly. "You must take shelter whenever you hear their 
engines. The engines say, " For pou, for pou> for yoti,” so it 
is quite easy to know the difference. There is no need to he 
ashamed of taking cover — all good soldiers do.” 

Uncle Joe chuckles and says, “ I was talking to the Vicar 
this morning — just by the lych gate — and a Jerry came over 
the trees. We were both in the ditch before you could say 
Jack Robinson. He's younger than I am, but I beat him by 
a short head.” 

“Joe, you never told me !” cries Aunt Posy reproachfully, 

" I've only just remembered it this moment,” replies Uncle 
Joe. “ It was damn' funny, and I thought at the time*how 
amused you would be . . , and then I forgot to tell you. 
Old Brooke rolled into the ditch like a camnon ball— it was 
full of brambles too !” 

"Mr, Brooke is very fat,” explains Aunt Posy. 

" . . , and very pompous,” adds Uncle Joe grinning 
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gaiters/®: ■ : ' t 

nearly split my hurt I shouldn’t like to 

J^ms-Si^Te W a«d nic^a 

It is now nearly svi j unpack. I have 

to my “Avf £e?t £e alone, mid she talks 

always noticed that top i<? absent but the reason 

more and faster when U^cle Joe is absenr^on^^^^^^^^ 

for this is not which was taught to keep 

because she of the general n domestic news now 

women’s talk for raen^s 

-servant ^^imfown e in this field ; 

:l“.Se^oas“£ssr« 

which heroes are made. ,,,, «j ^as very frightened 
“ Not now,” she Crisis frightened me so 

indeed two^years ago- The ^^hen the war started, 

dreadfully that I jas quite Jf ^"fto ^ie . . . but now 
I was so miserable about It tnm i wa^^ hesitates for a 

I want to live and s®® °\,ftie smile “if you had 

moment, and then a^d® with a “aeroplanes would 

told me eighteen months ago that German a y 

u bought .0. 
«.t ha; £»“«?,'S£?e 
£'a^.S?S kSuTpTo^aTSey doJ. «OdMe 
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about the past or the future, but just do their jobs. Don’t 

jott ..agree?” ■ ■ 

I do agree. Strangely enough the idea of Aunt Posy as 
a soldier of Britain is not in the %ast comic. 

We had a bomb,” continues Aunt Posy quietly, ** and I 
believe that helped me more than anything. , It fell in the: 
rose garden and made a deep hole and smashed all the 
drawing-room windows, but nobody was hurt, and it was 
not nearly as had as expected. You will see the , hole, 
to-morrow,” she adds, smiling at me. 

I make further enquiries about the bomb, and am 
informed that Joe was very angry, but has now quite 
recovered from his rage and has decided to use the bomb 
crater and make a little rock garden there — a sunk garden 
where they can grow plants requiring shelter and warmth. 

. . . ** Don't change, dear,” adds Aunt Posy, as she goes 
away. "'We never change for supper now. Joe is in the 
Home Guard, of course, as he goes out at night, and he 
prefers me not to change either.” 

Supper is a cheerful informal affair, and for my part I 
like it much better than the ceremonious dinner which was 
de rigueur at Winch Hall before the war. We have fried fish 
and cauliflower au gratin, cocoa and toast and marmalade, 
and we finish with apples and pears from the Winch 
orchards ; we rise from the table feeling comfortably fed. 

Nine o’clock is now approaching and Uncle Joe puts 
down his paper and looks at me enquiringly, “ The news,” 
he says. “ You'd like to hear it, wouldn't you ?” I have a 
feeling there may be important news to-night.” 

The wireless is tuned in, and almost immediately we hear 
Big Ben— it seems curious to hear the familiar strokes 
reverberating in this quiet country room— then comes the 
news and Uncle Joe is more than Justified in his expecta- 
tions. It is great news, tremendous news, news of a splendid 
victory. Sidi Barani has been surrounded and captured by 
British and Imperial Troops. It is a victory of British 
Generalship and of British courage and endurance. Thous- 
ands of prisoners have been captured, guns and tanks and 
other war material have been seized, and the Italian Army 
has been put to flight. 

Uncle Joe is so excited by the stirring news that he is 
obliged to get up and walk about the room, ‘‘Grand !” he 
cries, his eyes flashing Are, “ Splendid 1 Magnificent ! That's 
the stufl to give them . . . wish I was there. Capital ! This 
is what I've been hoping for. I know that coast . . . been 
up to Buk Buk myself . , wish I was there now. 
got 'em cold unless I'm very much mistaken . . . That 
escarpment— what do they call it, ‘Haggs^g es Bollum — 
narrows down their line of retreat to a bottle neck . . . 
and the Navy's there (the splendid chaps that they are 1) 
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blow the road to Wts . . • hell, why aren t I 
j from Uncle Joe’s table, and have been 

commentag^clogy. 

to collect theh_wits ! Not ea^y, £ 


iOrJtAVfc WJUAV-J w 

twenty years younger ? 

I have seisied a map ir 

following his \ 

Keep 'em going 1 

trot with no time tt 
in that sort of country— sand and 
port difficulties must be enormous 
tog for this for months. I ^ew it. 
thing up his sleeve— somethmg J 

aitish Warn which to sSly ^r^^on 

emblem of the Home Guard; he ^^^bout^^^^ 

Sit wiSIbfwie for a mere female to accompany 

^'ue looks at me to 

Kit- nf n talk with the fellows 

“Tt 15 dreadfully cold !” murmurs Aunt Posy. 

“Won't Shfr S she’s warmly clad,” declares Umle 
TOP fi?mlv “ Won®t hurt her at aU. It’s a fine frosty night 
S Ss rsinaia moon. Bon got joot coot, 

“^Srap op wotmly. aoox I” cries Aunt Posy, .s I dash out 

Of the room. 

Bnde Joe and I sot oot W^on^d^tumj^c^ 

SSlr?5nod ?I am wearing »y 

£feo^st«^orumHa 

SS? si”s S.S PoroaSly. “ xie his arm, dear. K«ip 

“2 G? “^Tr SI ioe shooing her away <»m 

the door, ’“^You’ll catch your death of cold standing in th 

draught V|h nothing om” and the moon 

is so brilhf that on“y th4 planets are visible to fe f me of 

helven. The moonhW sparkles on “^^¥1 °£es £e 
the Shadows of the trees and waUs and hedges are 

! T 

“iVSeTJoShV Sn ™?0 °L‘ ramilo civ. voice. 



world is ver? Iseautifui ciaa in ^ 

woman in black velvet and diamonds^. always , 
thono-ht a beautiful woman looked her best in black velvet 

S diamondr Glad you cam8 ?” he enquires, shootmg 

a sideways glance at me as he speaks. 

^good 'for us,” he saySj as we leave the road and 
he-in to mount a slight rise. "Much better for us than 
Sng omseives over the -fire. Nobody but a fool wants 
war but it’s good for people like me to be 
and I were getting awful old fogies, you know. We were in 
a rut. We did the same things 

unset if anything happened to disturb the routme. If it 
wasn’t for this war I should be sitting before the fire 

ing the soles of my slippers ... V^irtv 

whiskv and soda at my elbow. Then bed at ten-tnirty, 

regular as clockwork. Instead of tha^ here am. I prowLng 
about my fields looking for an enemy.'’ 

“ Sometimes 1 can’t believe it. Uncle Joe. 

" Neither can I,” he admits. I ve soldiered all over .he 
place! aSrve skn some fighting to my Wme^I was on 
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Kw thniKand storniSi and b6twG6tiL tlisni is a small ruiriBd 

hHt made rfraugh-cut stones. It is roofless, and overgrown 

SShTvy aS the cement is crumbling, but the waug have 

been so strongly built thit they are still standmg. _ 

“Loofe at this little house,” says Uncle 

the crumbling wall. “I’ve often wondered what 
tt wi It? too Sl^^ a dwelling house-even for the 
meanest peasant— it isn’t even big enough for a good-sized 
cow. It has often puzzled me and I’ve tried 
when it was built, and why— but without success. Now I 
Isnow.” 

“ Why was it built ?” I enquire. 

Uncle Joe does not reply at once— he is ^’^^oy^^ my 
enriositv “ Come inside and look through the wind/w, he 
sayf I do as he tells me, bending my 

the low doorway, and looking round with mterest at the 
thick stone walls. Ihe window is a small squ^e opentog 
Sch gives on to t^ sea, and through it can be seen the 
wide sweep of Cobstead Bay. . . 

«That*s what it's for” says Uncle Joe. ® 
post. It’s the right place for a look-out p^^t—you couldn 6 
find a better— and the little window is at exactly the right 
angle. I got one of the gunners to come and have a look 
at It, and he measured it out and a lot of calculations 
and found that he couldn’t have bettered it, himself. 

“Do you know who built it ?” I enquire, looking round 
with even more interest than before. 

“ My great-grandfather built it. There s no donbt about 
that. You can tell the date of a building from the cement. 
He must have had it built when Boney WM massmg his 
ariuies to invade England. Interesting, isn t it . 

“More than interesting. Tell me all that you know 

^^uncle 'joe laughs, bat he is pleased. “ I don’t know much 
mS about SflYttle house.” h^e repUes “But I can teU you 
a bit about the old boy who built it. He was a fine old chap 
--a Joseph Ito myself-Joseph Christie. We’ve got his 
portrait (perhaps you’ve noticed it over the fireplace m the 
hall) a big upstanding man with humorous eyes, 
wearing a white stock. Well, that’s Joseph Christie who 
built this little look-out post and used it when he w^ 
guarding England’s shores. I use it too, it Imeps the wind 
ofl ff I’m going to have it repaired and a new roof 

**^^“1° think he would like you to have it repaired.” 

^ t)o you ? I believe you’re right ... as a matter of fact 
I have a queer feeling when I come up hem at night • “ 

oueer feeling that I’m not alone,” says Uncle Jo^c a 
shamefacedly “ I don’t believe in ghosts or anything like 
that, you know, but I just have that feeling. It’s a pleasant 
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fppilne mind vou. I’m an old campaigner, and pretty 
h^Sned S I never did, like visiting outposts to the dwk 
toy myself. Well, I don’t visit them by myself. The old boy 
* Silly* isxi \) ? 

No it isn’t silly,” I reply <3[uickly. 

.. HfpWe wild mpk It 

“ some people don’t believe in Drake s Drum. 

-liere is a little silence and then Uncle Joe murm^s, 
“H’m, Drake’s Drum . . . same sort of thing . . . hm. Well, 
we’d better be getting along, Hester.” 


FRIDAY, 13TH DECEMBER 

Tim arrives at lunch time It is lonely to see him agata 
and so much has happened smce 
more like four weeks than four days. After 
men are left to chat, and I am conducted roimd the garden 
by Aunt Posy. She is particularly anxious to show me the 
bomb crater and the Christmas roses. 

“ There 1” ^e exclaims, as we stand on the edge of we 
deep jagged hole, “ There, Hester— don’t you think it ^11 
mate a^delightful smih garden ? Joe has ^ 

some large stones, and I thought of a lUy-pool at tne 
bottom. There will be stone steps, of course, ^d ^ 
make little crevices for the plants . . .1 can see exacuy 
Sv it Si look when it is finished I have always wanted 
a ^k garden,” adds Aunt Posy with a little sigh of satis- 

*^I*« 3 ngratulate her on the attainment of her ambition, 

^”^l1bope^^u* don’t mind,” says Aunt Posy, aftM a ^OTt 
silence. ** I hope you don’t mind coming out with me like 
this, Joe wanted to talk to Tim on business, but it won 

^t^smeSihat I am delighted to walk with her at any 
time and especially in such beautiful surroundings. 

'"It is pretty,” agrees Aunt Posy. ‘‘Some people dislike 
the country in winter, but to me it has a beauty all its 
I hke Sg t^fields under plough-the earth is such a 
fine rich brown— and you can see the shape of the trees 

what I^ave often thought myself, and I say 
that I prefer the country to the . town at any time 

you really ?” says Aunt Posy. “ I am very glad, dItear. 
1 always thought you were a 

people are bom and brought up in London«they prefer the 

town. I am so very ^ad.” . . 

It is difacult to see why Aunt Posy should be so giaa, 



-‘ ^ aren’t going to call on any one, are we T’l enqune, 
in .srme alarm for having been invited to come for a stroll 
in the "arden I have come in an ancient tweed co^ 
wooFen bonne Auite unsuitable garb in which to call 

to ^ou?” ^enquire, tomewhat surprised to 

discover in Aunt Posy a ^o^an of property. 

“ Yes it is mine. My father left it to me. it nas 
used as a dower house. I ^^ve ^ws^en very grateM 
vn\r father for leaving me Mellow Loage — nas oeen 
SeSLt to know that I have a place of my own to live in 
Ff lofLould marry ... he is not likely to marry now,' 

”^?li“tKS;SS^iorlon8!”I eu<,ulra. ^ 

“No” she replies. “The tenants left last month. Tl^y 
had SveSl sSf children, and Cobstead is not a suitable 
Se ^^sS cMldren just now. pey were ple^mt 
nponle and I was sorry when they went away, hut perhaps 
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explains that tine Winch Hall gardeners look after this, 
garden for her and that vegetables have been put in so that 
the ground shall not be unproductive . . * and that Is 
most important at any time, iJUt especially just now/" 
declares Aunt Posy firmly. 

Having satisfied ourselves that all Is well, we return to 
Winch Hall In time for tea. 


The evening is spent In conversation, and it is not until 
Uncle Joe has departed on his round that Tim and I retire 
upstairs to bed and find ourselves alone. Somehow or other 
I have had a feeling all the evening that Tim had something 
on his mind. I know him so well, and we have never had 
secrets from each other. Tim shuts the door and comes 
over to the fire, which is a luxury that Aunt Posy insists 
upon providing for her guests ; he sits down^n a chair and 
looks at me. 

** Well ?” I enquire a trifle anxiously. ** Well, what's the 
matter 

'"Nothing/' replies Tim. “Nothing's the matter exactly, 
rve been wanting to talk to you, that's alL Pve been 
bursting to talk to you all the evening, but now I don't 
quite know how to begin.” 

“ Tim 1” I cry. “ Tim, what is it ? Is it something to do 
with busines£r~the business that Uncle Joe spoke of in Mb 
letter ?” 

“ Yes,” says Tim. 

* Tim ! Don't say that they have got to sell Winch Hail I 
I cry. “ Oh, Tim, that would be frightful I” 

“ Would it ?” enquires Tim. 

“Of course it would. They've been here for centuries*-^ 
all your family— and old Joseph would hate it.” 

“ Old Joseph ?” enquires Tim, but I cannot stop to teE 
him about old Joseph Christie now. *1 shake his arm. and 
ask him again whether or not my foreboding is true. 

“ No/' says Tim, smiling. “ You're wrong for once, 
Hester. So far there is no need to sell Winch Hall, and I'm 
particularly glad of that because Uncle Joe has made me 
his heir.” ■ 

“His heir !” I exclaim in amazement. 

. ■ “ That was what he wanted to discuss,” says Tim thought- 
fully. “ That and something else, but I told him I couldn't 
settle anything without consulting you.” 

“But Tim ” 

“I wasn't really surprised,” says Tim quite candidly, 
“ because, of course, I'm his nearest relation and he's aMays 
been frightfully decent to me, but the other idea was a bit 
of a surprise.” t 

“ What other idea ?” 

:,Tim. hesitates, “It's like this/' he says, “Uncle Joe and 



Airnt Posv are getting old. They want us to come here and 
settle down near them. He suggested that I should retire— 

' after the war, of course.*®^ 

says Tim nodding. "It’s a of ^ ^riss, 
isn’t it ’ I mean I had never thought ... hut Uncle Joe 
s^s he is getting old, and there is a good deal to do, manag- 
iTthe Se . . he would teach me how to manage it." 

I am so amazed that I am speechless and can only stare 

Ym” savs Tim, "Yes, I was afraid you wouldn’t like 
the idea Uncle Joe thought you would— but I was afraid 
YOU wouldn’t. I told him I must talk it over with you. It 
WOTld mean leaving the Service, of course. You wouldn’t 
like that, would jou ?’’ 

“Theresa house,’^says Tim. “It 
and they would _ do it all up for us . . but it would mean 

MeUow^^Lodge ! Mellow Lodge for us ... a ^ 

which we could settle down and have our own fumitime 
which has been stored for years. A home for Bryan to come 
to in his holidays, where he could brmg his friends ... a 

proper nursery for Betty. . 9 

home at last . . . but Tim, what does Tim feel about it ? 
Does Tim want to retire ? I can’t believe that he wants to 
give up his career. He has often talked about “ when I get 
cmnmLd ’’ and the day when he will command the Regi- 
ment is drawing closer now. I pull myself together and 
• “It’s for YOU to decide.” 

No, it’s for both of us to decide,” declares squeepng 
mv arm. ** We’re partners, Hester. The firm has to 
make aii important decision . . . we’ve Sp to look at the 
whole thing sensibly. I see two roads and there is good m 

^°I^ee the two roads also, and I see that there ts sood to 
both, but for me the good in one far outweighs the good 

^“^fknow^you like the Regiment,” Tim is saying. “You’re 
Mrs Tim of the Regiment — and I’ve always been proud of 
your popularity. You’re the right kind of soldiers wife— 
Lt terribly G S. as some of the wives are— you enjoy aU 
the fun of moving about, of seeing new places and 
new people. You’d be sorry if I retired before I got com- 

mftHd, wouldn’t you ?” o.. t o=ir 

. “ Don’t you want to get command ? I ask. 

“Yes” says ISm. “Yes, of course I do . . . its only . .. 
“Onlv what?’ I press him, because I must know for 
certain. I am so terrified that we may take the wrong 
turning. 
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says Tim slowly and with difficulty. ^‘Only 
I do love this place . . . it*s in my blood, I think. We've 
moved about so much ... it wotiid be nice to have a real 
home. We shouldn't be very well oil, but we could live 
here quietly ... it would be dull for you, Hester." 

I seize Tim's arm. “It would be perfect!" I cry. 
would be absolutely perfect !" ■ ' 


THE END 
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